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The Deceit in His Smile 


by unfortunately _i exist 


Summary 


Quackity scowls at him. “You want some fucking honesty, Wilbur? Get your ass out my 
office right fucking now. I don’t know how you got in here or why you thought it was a good 
idea, but get OUT.” Quackity shouts. Wilbur might have believed him if his face wasn’t 
flushed. 


Wilbur saunters closer, his hands loose in his pockets. “Where’s the fun in that?” Wilbur 
smiles, leaning close to Quackity. Quackity matches him until their faces are just inches away 
and Wilbur can smell the smoke in his breath. 


“Tm telling you, Wilbur, get out now or I will make you.” 
“Then make me.” 


The words are barely out of Wilbur’s mouth before he’s being shoved into the wall. His head 
smacks against the drywall painfully but he doesn’t wince. He’s taller than Quackity, sure, 
but the man packs a punch. And this is a fight Wilbur almost doesn’t want to win, with his 
arms pinned to the wall and Quackity’s face right up against his own. 


A one-shot tnt duo smut fic that somehow spiraled into a multi-chapter story with some 
funky fresh plot. (aka TNT duo enemies to lovers) 


Notes 


I originally posted this as individual fics, but after it turned into an actual story, I've decided 
to post it as one. If you think you've read one (or several) of the chapters before, that's 
because you have. 


I will put individual CWs for each chapter. 


This fic is set within the universe of the Dream SMP, written about the characters, NOT the 
content creators. However, if any of the CCs ask me to take it down, I will. 


My boundaries: 

- Please do not share this work with any content creators! 

- Please do not reupload anywhere 

- If you do not like this kind of content, then don't read it! 

- If you're going to use this to inspire another fic/ write a similar one, please credit me 


CWs for the first chapter: graphic sex 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Why I Hate You 


Quackity was well acquainted with painful relationships. Had been for a while now. And as 
ashamed as he was to admit it, hate was pretty much the only thing he got off on anymore. He 
had been broken by Schlatt, irreparably shattered, and he’d thought he’d been healed by Karl 
and Sapnap, but that hadn’t exactly worked out, had it? 


He’d been normal before Schlatt, as far as he could remember, liking normal things and 
normal guys, but since that relationship, he’d never quite been the same. Sex no longer felt 
right without pain, he couldn’t get aroused without feeling angered or controlled. He hated it, 
because it had been awful, hadn’t it? Quackity hadn’t even told him the finer details, but Karl 
had described it as abuse. But then why did he crave it as strongly as he despised it? 


Karl and Sapnap had cared and they had tried; they’d been gentle, and their touches were 
soft, but Quackity’s mind when entirely numb during sex unless it was rough. He’d thrown 
them off the scent for a while with head and handjobs, but eventually they’d figured out the 
root of the problem. And they weren’t here anymore, were they? All current evidence pointed 
to him being as unlovable and as broken as he thought he was. 


Maybe that’s why it worked so well with Wilbur, too. Because they’d both been broken 
before, and they both hated each other. It worked great for Quackity, as long as he could 
ignore the guilt and frustration he felt after Wilbur was gone. 


Thankfully Quackity had navigated the first few times with Wilbur well, and now they had 
fallen into a comfortable rhythm. Only the first time had Wilbur tried to enter him, but 
Quackity had pushed his hand away firmly, and something in Quackity’s face must have 
convinced Wilbur not to pursue the matter. 


Penetration was pretty much the only thing Quackity still couldn’t handle at this point. The 
sensation brought him straight back to Schlatt, to his fury and anger and being slammed into 
walls and fucked until he cried. It brought back the feeling of helplessness, a feeling Quackity 
expressly did not enjoy. Luckily, Wilbur had never tried to do it again after his first attempt, 
otherwise Quackity likely would have ended their trysts entirely. 


Their encounters were left almost entirely up to Wilbur, and nearly every time the man would 
arrive in Las Nevadas, they’d end up in Quackity’s office, Quackity splayed onto on his wide 
leather couch or Wilbur bent over his desk, which ever one of them ended up taking control 
generally picking the location. 


Quackity kept a bottle of lube and several other toys in his desk just for Wilbur’s visits, and 
although he generally despised Wilbur, Quackity tended to crave his touch when he left. He’d 
palmed himself an embarrassing number of times imagining Wilbur’s firm hand there instead 
of his own. 


Quackity generally ran his thoughts around in tracks in his head, and he’d thought about all 
of this before; the guilt, the shame, the pleasure, Schlatt, Wilbur, Sapnap, and Karl running 
circles in his mind, unable to come to a conclusion as there was nothing to come to. It was a 


situation, not a problem to be solved. And as long as he was content with said situation, why 
bother worrying about it? 


Almost as if he had summoned Wilbur by thinking of him, the man banged open the door and 
strode into Quackity’s office as if he owned the place. Quackity was glad that he was holding 
a newspaper so it didn’t look like he’d just been sitting around and thinking of him. “Knock 
first, Soot.” He said coolly, without looking up. 


Wilbur grinned at him, a slightly terrifying look, but then again, Wilbur pretty much always 
looked unhinged these days. “What, aren’t you happy to see me?” Fucker. 


Quackity sighed and set down his newspaper. “You do know I have a job, right? You can’t 
just rush in here and expect me to drop everything so I can fuck you.” Which Quackity pretty 
much always did, because work tended to be boring anyway, and Wilbur was only in Las 
Nevadas so often. 


“T do know you happen to have a job. A job I could help with-” Wilbur suggested. 


“Not this again.” Growled Quackity, and Wilbur held up his hands in a gesture of peace. “If 
you’re only here to try to fuck your way into Las Nevadas, Wilbur, think again.” 


“T didn’t come here for a job, Quackity. I came here for something a bit more... exciting.” He 
said, his voice dropping lower. Quackity let his guard drop a bit, and his animosity slip away 
as Wilbur got that look in his eye, one that promised good things. He let Wilbur approach his 
desk before standing up, intending to walk around and meet Wilbur there, but Wilbur 
surprised him by grabbing his tie and yanking him forward across the desk to crash their lips 
together. 


Wilbur’s mouth tasted like cigarette smoke and the ink from the pens he bit on when he was 
thinking. When his lips were soft and opened for Quackity’s tongue, it generally meant 
Quackity would be doing the fucking, but when they were possessive and dominating, like 
today, it meant Wilbur was going pin him to the couch and ride Quackity’s dick they were 
both out of breath. Quackity got hard against his desk just thinking about it, which was 
honestly embarrassing. 


Wilbur kissed him again, more teeth this time, roughly biting at Quackity’s lips, roughly 
yanking his chin up for a better angle. After a minute of reaching out uncomfortably over 
Quackity’s long desk to make out, Wilbur had clearly had enough. He broke the kiss and 
snapped, clearly indicating he wanted Quackity to come here. Blood rushing to his head, 
Quackity obeyed. 


Wilbur kissed him again and walked him into the wall, Quackity’s shoulder blades digging 
into the wood panels. As Wilbur continued to kiss him, his tongue sliding between Quackity’s 
teeth and into his mouth, his hands traveled elsewhere, moving from his hips and trailing up 
and up, fingers skimming over his body until they reached his neck. One hand slid behind 
Quackity’s beanie, pushing him further into the kiss, the other wrapped around his neck and 
very gently began to squeeze. 


This was the contact that Quackity craved, where he could feel safe at the same time as 
feeling dominated, and he could keep hating Wilbur even as Wilbur entwined their tongues. 
Wilbur increased the pressure around his neck and Quackity made a little sound into Wilbur’s 
mouth. He felt Wilbur grin into his lips. “Like that, do you?” He whispered, even though he 
already knew, he just wanted to make Quackity squirm. 


“You fucker.” Quackity gasped in reply, and Wilbur bit Quackity’s lip sharply. After a few 
more moments, Wilbur released his neck, his mouth replacing where his hand had been, and 
began unbuttoning Quackity’s shirt as he did so. Quackity allowed his own hands to travel 
behind Wilbur, grabbing his ass through his pants. Wilbur sucked harder and Quackity’s neck 
in response. 


Quackity rolled his hips, attempting to meet Wilbur’s, but Wilbur easily stopped him with a 
hand to his chest. “Not so soon, Big Q. Have some patience.” He teased, a light smile on his 
face. Quackity hated how unruffled he always was, no matter the circumstance. Always quick 
with a comeback or some new piece of information to knock you sideways. He had a special 
way of always being two steps ahead, so by the time everyone else arrived he had already set 
out a proverbial picnic. 


“T fucking hate you, you prick.” Quackity gasped, unprompted as Wilbur continued to nibble 
on his neck and fiddle with the buttons on his shirt. 


He felt Wilbur chuckle, his breath cool against Quackity’s sensitive skin. “Why don’t you tell 
me all the ways you hate me, Quackity?” He suggested coyly, his tongue flicking up behind 
Quackity’s ear, making him jerk up. Quackity swallowed, trying to gather his thoughts and 
ignore the way Wilbur was sucking a spot into his neck in the slowest and most torturous 
way. Just as he opened his mouth to speak, Wilbur pressed a knee against Quackity’s groin 
and rubbed, the only thing escaping Quackity’s mouth a loud groan. “I’m waiting.” Wilbur 
said innocently. Quackity knew exactly what he was doing, but wasn’t going to give him the 
satisfaction of failing his little game. 


“T hate your stupid fucking voice,” Quackity gasped, as it seemed an obvious place to start. 
“Your smile. It sucks.” Wilbur undid the final button and Quackity’s shirt finally fell to the 
floor, the cool air of his office giving him goosebumps. Wilbur moved lower, from 
Quackity’s neck to his collarbone, his tongue tracing a line down. He paused for a moment at 
his collarbone, nibbling a spot there while his hand drifted up to Quackity’s exposed nipple 
and began to twist, making him cry out. 


“Keep going.” Wilbur whispered against his skin before his mouth closed around Quackity’s 
other nipple, biting it. Quackity’s hand flew up to cover his mouth, stifling a moan. He 
immediately realized his mistake, but it was too late. Wilbur had noticed, and he bent down 
to retrieve Quackity’s tie from the floor, tsking slightly. “I thought you knew better than this, 
Big Q.” He said regretfully, taking Quackity’s wrists and binding them tightly with his fine 
silk tie. He put them above Quackity’s head. “Keep those there.” He said sternly. 


Quackity knew he was flushed now, and heat was collecting in his lower stomach at it all. “I 
hate when you smoke in my office. It makes the whole place smell like your cigarettes for 

days after you're gone.” This in particular drove Quackity mad, mostly because the smell got 
him horny. “I hate- Wil- Fuck-” He tried as Wilbur finally rolled his hips against Quackity’s. 


“T hate your stupid fucking face,” He gasped in a rush, “I hate your messy-ass writing, ah, I 
hate your hands.” 


“Really?” Asked Wilbur, twisting Quackity’s nipple firmly, making Quackity’s head fall back 
against the wall, biting his lip to keep from moaning. “I thought you liked my hands.” He 
said slyly. His hands finally slid into Quackity’s pants, and this time Quackity couldn’t stop a 
moan from escaping his lips. “That’s what I thought,” Smiled Wilbur, satisfied, as Quackity 
bucked his hips into Wilbur’s hand. “Now, let’s get you to the couch, Q.” 


Wilbur led him to Quackity’s expensive leather couch, laying him down, his bound hands still 
above his head. Wilbur finally took off his coat and pulled off his shirt. Quackity tried to stop 
himself from staring too long at Wilbur’s chest, the outline of his abs just visible, the hair 
across his lower stomach. Prime. He was fucked. Wilbur didn’t stop there, unceremoniously 
unzipping his pants, letting them fall and kicking them away. His boxers came off last and 
this time Quackity looked away altogether, not trusting himself to be able to hide his lust 
from Wilbur if he was caught looking. 


Wilbur, with the most shit-eating grin possible, straddled Quackity’s body, rolling his hips 
teasingly. Again. Again. Quackity was in a daze, his lips pressed together, trying to stop 
himself from sounding like a mess. He was totally stiff in his boxers, and they were so tight 
and so uncomfortable, but he didn’t dare ask Wilbur to remove them. He didn’t want to seem 
so desperate. 


Even when it was the other way around, and Quackity had Wilbur bent over his desk, Wilbur 
always managed to sound put-together, even when Wilbur’s nails were carving arcs into 
Quackity’s wooden desk and Wilbur was a moaning mess beneath him, he was still never 
caught off guard or fazed. Quackity suspected all of Las Nevadas could walk in on them and 
Wilbur wouldn’t lose his composure. Quackity, on the other hand, did everything he could to 
avoid any members of Las Nevadas finding out about them. Even if it was all an act, Wilbur 
was the better actor between them. 


Then Wilbur bent over, fishing a small bottle of lube from his discarded coat pocket and 
slicking his fingers. As usual, Quackity felt a flash of trepidation: would Wilbur try to enter 
him? But luckily, Wilbur didn’t even pause before pressing his fingers into himself. As he 
began to finger-fuck himself, he sank onto Quackity, his hips pushing into Quackity’s with 
each thrust. He grinned down at Quackity, and Quackity glared back up at him. “You haven’t 
finished telling me all the ways you hate me, Big Q.” He said, flicking Quackity’s nipple. 


Quackity tried to gather his thoughts, tried to focus on making a connection from his brain to 
his mouth, but Wilbur knew what he was doing, goddamn him, thrusting into Quackity’s hips 
and touching and pinching where he was most sensitive. “I hate your stupid-ass trench coat.” 
Quackity managed, spotting it on the floor. He was reminded exactly how much the damn 
thing bothered him. It looked like it had been to hell and back, which it probably had, and 
smelt like it too. “It fucking stinks.” 


Wilbur thrust forward especially hard. “Oh yeah?” On hand traveled to Quackity’s ass, giving 
it a squeeze. 


“T hate how goddamn petty you are-” Quackity starts, but at the words, Wilbur’s free hand 
wraps around his throat again and begins squeezing for real this time, even as he continues 
thrusting into himself. Quackity chokes, but it’s so fucking hot, and the flash of barely 
suppressed anger flashing in Wilbur’s eyes gets him stiffer than a rod, and he knows Wil feels 
it, too. It’s funny how this reminds him of Schlatt but gets him hard, whereas other things 
make him panic. He’s not really complaining though, he’ll take horny over anxiety any day 
of the week. 


“T am not petty.” Wilbur growls, squeezing harder. Quackity really can’t breathe now, but 
after just a moment more, Wilbur releases him and he chokes in air, thrusting up into 
Wilbur’s hips. They both know Quackity hit on something Wilbur doesn’t like, and it feels 
like a victory. Maybe Quackity will bring it up next time Wilbur’s begging underneath him, 
figure out a little more about why that in particular bothers him. 


“Shall I stop telling you why I hate you, then?” Quackity asks coyly, and Wilbur’s eyes 
darken again. Quackity’s pretty familiar with how much he can push Wilbur, and he feels he 
can take a bit more brattiness. Besides, Quackity generally enjoys Wilbur’s consequences for 
backtalk, which are rough but not unpleasant. 


“Save it. You’re not going to able to talk in a minute anyway.” Wilbur says sharply, and 
whether he means from choking or moaning, Quackity isn’t sure and doesn’t really care. 
Wilbur finally pulls out his fingers, wiping them on a rag he brought with the lube and unzips 
Quackity’s tailored pants and pulls down his boxers just enough for his cock to spring out. 


Wilbur maintains eye contact as he lowers himself oh-so-slowly onto Quackity. Each inch 
feels like an eternity, and Quackity is gasping and trying not to slam up and just finish the 
process. When Wilbur finally bottoms out, he pauses, allowing them a moment to adjust to 
the sensation. And then he begins to move. Quackity’s previous attempts to stifle his 
desperate moaning seem futile now, he throws his head back, making all sorts of gasped 
noises. 


Wilbur rolls his hips back and forth, one hand guiding Quackity’s hips, the other twisting his 
nipple. Quackity’s still tied up and pinned down under Wilbur’s weight, there’s nothing he 
can do but take it, and its so, so good. Wilbur lifts up a bit and slams back down, moaning 
loudly. Quackity cries out as Wilbur clenches. He drags his nails down across Quackity’s 
ribs, leaving bright red lines, and Quackity moans at the sharp pain. Wilbur slams down 
again, and this time Quackity manages to gasp “You... you prick”, as Wilbur continues to 
move. 


Quackity feels heat beginning to pool in his stomach, and he can tell by the way Wilbur is 
getting rougher that he’s close to. “I’m going t- ah, fuck, Wilbur, god, Wil please-” He chokes 
out, his thoughts scattered, everything in him alight with pleasure and pain. 


In response, one of Wilbur’s hands move to his neck and he begins to squeeze, a smug grin 
on his face. Tears begin to fall down Quackity’s face as he bucks up into Wilbur and Wilbur 
slams back down. Wilbur’s other hand moves around his own cock and begins to pump. The 
combined pressure on his neck, Wilbur moving, and the sight of his hand around his cock 
brings Quackity over the edge, crying out, tears streaming down his face, and Wilbur follows 
a moment later, his hand releasing from Quackity’s neck. 


Wilbur pulls up and out, flopping onto the floor beside the couch. Quackity breathed hard, his 
throat still aching, and the familiar hatred of Wilbur Soot and more greatly, himself, began to 
return. He didn’t meet Wilbur’s eyes as the older man untied the silk tie around his wrists, 
freeing them. Quackity pulled up his boxers and zipped up his pants, and Wilbur took that as 
a signal to start getting dressed. 


Wilbur seemed a bit forlorn as Quackity silently gestured for him to leave, a pounding 

headache already begin to form in his temples. Damn if he didn’t constantly crave Wilbur, 
and damn if he didn’t fucking despise himself after they finished. “Are you sure you don’t 
want me to stay a bit, Big Q?” He asked, a bit sadly. “I don’t mean for long, just a bit to-” 


“I’m not falling for your damn manipulation, Wilbur. Just- just go.” Quackity said, firmly. He 
didn’t care if Wilbur wanted to stay and clean him up. He knew it wouldn’t be because 
Wilbur cared, rather a matter of courtesy, or a matter of tricking Quackity into trusting him. 
Which wasn’t going to happen. Their relationship outside of being business rivals had to stay 
strictly sexual, no emotions involved. Quackity couldn’t afford that sort of thing... not again. 


Wilbur pressed his lips into a thin line, and for a moment Quackity thought he was going to 
argue. Quackity both wished and dreaded that he would, but all he did was nod. “Until next 
time, Quackity.” He said, shutting the door quietly behind him. 


Quackity waited until he heard Wilbur’s footsteps retreating before sinking to the floor, 
wrapping his arms around himself. Why did it always end up like this? Why couldn’t he just 
be happy, for once? 


Sentimental, Soot? 


Chapter Summary 


By the way, a really cool individual made some fanart of this chapter! You can find his 
stuff at: @crunchysquld on insta or @crunchysquid on Tumblr. I would encourage you 
to check it out, he's very talented! 


Chapter Notes 


CW: Graphic sex, PTSD (although it's not gone into detail at all, just referenced ig?) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The glittering lights of Las Nevadas spread before Wilbur like an invitation. He loved 
watching Quackity’s city at night; it was spectacular, possibly the nicest thing he’d ever seen. 
It glowed neon green, orange, red, and blue in turn, the artificial colors bright and beautiful. It 
was never still too, which he appreciated. He’d had enough of stagnation; he reveled in the 
signs of movement and life. 


Wilbur spent a lot more time watching Las Nevadas from afar than he did inside the city. He 
had found that he thought better at night, and he liked admiring it as he paced or scribbled 
down his thoughts. (And on nights when his resolve was weaker, he could half-close his eyes 
and pretend the glowing lights were L_manburg.) 


It was all for him: Las Nevadas, the chilly nights that stung his skin, life itself. Every 
sensation so glorious it felt like a gift. 


Life was a game, and Wilbur was an expert player. Of course, he’d made mistakes, numerous, 
monumental mistakes, but miscalculations could always become opportunities if one knew 
how to improvise. All that truly mattered was that Wilbur wanted to play, wanted to play this 
game more than he ever had before. He’d given up before, and that had been his biggest 
mistake. 


But the mistake that had been on Wilbur’s mind the most was his recent visit with Quackity. 
They were like the tides, the two of them, constantly pushing and pulling in an endless game 
of tug-of-war, sometimes gentle and sometimes cruel and dangerous. Quackity and Wilbur 
were engaged in a deadly dance that neither could escape, although neither wanted to. 


Sometimes Quackity was challenging and fun, and he and Wilbur made love more beautiful 
than music. Sometimes Quackity was cool and calculating, and being with him felt like 


dancing along a knife’s edge, thrilling and terrifying and wonderful. Sometimes he was 
fragile, and Wilbur thought Quackity might shatter like glass if Wilbur pushed him too hard, 
so he held him gently and didn’t dare do anything to break him. And sometimes Quackity 
was an enigma, a vast tapestry of vibrant colors and patterns Wilbur could never hope to 
comprehend in its entirety. 


Wilbur had been with Quackity long enough to decipher the meanings of the little clues 
Quackity left for him: when Quackity challenged him Wilbur could go as far as he wanted 
(and if Quackity didn’t like something, he would make that known), when Quackity’s legs 
trembled when Wilbur touched him and his hands were hesitating, he needed to be gentle and 
careful, when Quackity grabbed his chin and forced Wilbur to look him in the eyes, Quackity 
wanted him to obey. There were a thousand little things Quackity could do and Wilbur could 
understand without either of them saying a word. 


One thing was consistent among their varied visits, and that was how they ended. Quackity 
would draw in on himself, away from Wilbur, putting up walls that Wilbur couldn’t get 
through. When a moment before Quackity could be teasing, gasping, ordering, arguing, or 
begging, the moment it was over, he would fade into silence and his spirit would dissipate 
into thin air. And last time, foolishly, in a moment of want, Wilbur had asked Quackity if he 
could stay. 


And Quackity had pushed him away. 


It was an unwritten rule that Wilbur had to leave after they were finished, and Wilbur thought 
he would be able to stand that if only Quackity had the same intensity and forcefulness to his 
nature as he did when Wilbur arrived. Wilbur couldn’t stand to see Quackity so dull and cold 
when only moments before he had been so alive in Wilbur’s arms. 


Puffing on his cigarette, ash coating his tongue, his throat, his lungs, Wilbur mulled over it as 
he had almost every night for the last three weeks. It had been longer of a time than he’d let 
pass between most of their visits, but he was worried that if he went too early, pushed too 
hard, Quackity might push him away altogether. An idea Wilbur could not bear. 


Besides his natural attraction to Quackity, he was also useful. Quackity would make a 
powerful associate, but an even more powerful enemy that Wilbur could not currently afford 
to have. Wilbur had fallen from grace in his death and was painfully short on allies. Quackity, 
with all of Las Nevadas and several very powerful figures at his disposal, would make for an 
excellent partner. There was more at stake here than just Wilbur’s attraction to Quackity, 
powerful though it was. 


He had to look at the bigger picture. There was a lot to balance in Wilbur’s future, and though 
he was confident that with enough guidance that his plans would come to fruition, he had to 
be careful not to make any glaring errors. Wilbur felt there must be a clue somewhere in 
Quackity’s past (maybe something with his fiancees, while Wilbur had been gone?) but 
nothing stood out to Wilbur as a motivator of Quackity’s odd behavior. 


What was it about sex that made Quackity shut down after it was over? Was it sex, or was it 
Wilbur? Perhaps it was just natural- Quackity considered Wilbur an enemy, and maybe it was 
normal, after being so intimate with one’s enemy to feel ‘confusion’ of some sort that would 


make Quackity feel anxious. Wilbur never felt that way, but he knew he regarded Quackity 
with considerably more ardor than Quackity regarded him. 


But. But. There was something else that had been nagging on Wilbur, recently. The 
occasional and brief flashes of fear that sometimes rippled through Quackity that he tried so 
hard to disguise. They were unpredictable and rare, come and gone so suddenly Wilbur often 
wondered if he’d imagined them, but Wilbur was positive there was something to that. Sure, 
Wilbur was dangerous, but Quackity didn’t seem to fear danger; he flirted with it regularly 
and with confidence. Wilbur sighed. Perhaps patience would bring something new to light. 


Musingly, Wilbur spun around the knife in his hands. It was old and dull, a relic Wilbur had 
pulled from the ruins of L’Manburg the first time he’d visited it after his revival. The metal 
dull, the thick wooden handle that fit comfortably in Wilbur’s hand was intact, but whatever 
had been engraved there had long since worn away. All Wilbur had done was scrape away 
rust and polish the knife, leaving it otherwise uselessly blunt. He could have fixed the knife if 
he wanted, or had it fixed, but all he did was clean it, leaving the ruined blade alone. It served 
as a reminder: even something sharp and deadly can become useless with neglect. 


Tucking it away in his coat, Wilbur reached a conclusion. His endless pondering over the past 
few weeks had gotten him nowhere, and he could easily waste away thrice that time and still 
come to no new conclusions. Wilbur had immeasurable patience, but he loathed to waste 
time. Time was a precious commodity. There remained only one path forward, and that was 
to bite the bullet and go visit Quackity. 


Wilbur knew Quackity often worked at night, and he could see from outdoors that his office 
was lit up, and that it meant Quackity was inside. A good sign. Excitement and nerves 
hastening his footsteps, Wilbur slipped inside. He was careful not to be seen, only because 
that would complicate things. Worst of all, an exposé might force Quackity to prematurely 
make a choice about their relationship, and Wilbur was uncertain of what that choice would 
be. He didn’t mind the thought of them eventually getting discovered, but he knew he had to 
wait until Quackity was more reliant on him and less likely to end their relationship. 


The elevator ride to the top floor always took too long, and Wilbur tapped his foot 
impatiently as he ascended, watching the floors tick by. Finally, he arrived at the top, and the 
doors dinged open. Wilbur cringed a bit at the sound, it sounded all too much like the noises 
at a train station. 


No. 


Shaking it off, he strode down the long, marbled corridor to Quackity’s office. The sheer 
wealth of Las Nevadas was evident in the opulence of just this hallway, grand chandeliers 
made from glass and gold illuminating the royal blue wallpaper and white marble floors 
covered in a lush red carpet. Gorgeously detailed paintings were hung on either side, 
depicting Las Nevadas in all its glory or Quackity himself dressed in a presidential suit. 
Wilbur personally thought that was a bit self-obsessed (Quackity walked down this hallway 
every day, did he look at the portraits of himself?), but it wasn’t really his place to judge. 


At the end of the grand hallway were the great wooden doors that opened into Quackity’s 
office, and Wilbur paused, checking his reflection in the reflection of a shiny silver medal. 
Shit. There was still blood on his face. It was a good thing he hadn’t marched right into 
Quackity’s office with another man’s blood smeared on him. Licking his finger, he wiped it 
off, wiping his hands on his trousers. Not perfect, but it would do. 


Running a hand nervously through his hair, he pushed the great doors open. Quackity was 
sitting slumped at his desk, pen clutched tightly in his hands, his shirt rumpled and papers 
scattered haphazardly around him. So much more vulnerable than when he knew someone 
was watching. Wilbur grinned. His unexpected entrances were for the sole purpose of 
glimpsing the real Quackity for just a moment before he began to hide himself under the 
layers of danger and deceit that they were both so familiar with utilizing. 


Upon Wilbur’s arrival, Quackity straightened up and a thousand emotions ran through him in 
the barest flicker; Wilbur spotted the usual frustration and annoyance coupled with lust, and 
if he wasn’t too presumptuous, relief. Smirked at that. “Missed me, Big Q?” Wilbur asked, 
unable to disguise his grin. God, he’d missed this. 


“Soot,” Quackity said, frowning. “I’m busy.” And, oh, that was lovely, there was emotion in 
his voice. Anger, albeit, but Wilbur would take it. Take anything over the emptiness of ‘Just- 
just go’ still fresh in his mind. 


“Oh, Q, breaks are healthy,” Wilbur said, approaching the desk, soft carpet under his boots. 
And indeed, Quackity did look like he needed a break. Or a distraction. “Let me help you.” 
He said, lower, in that voice that never failed to raise the unmistakable lust in Quackity’s 
eyes. 


Quackity sighed, finally putting down the pen, and Wilbur knew he’d won. He’d never really 
lost, Quackity always found time to fuck Wilbur after a bit of prodding. Tonight, Wilbur was 
in the mood for a fight, but he needed to be careful, after last time, and so when Quackity 
rasped, “come here”, Wilbur did not hesitate to obey. 


He walked up to Quackity, and although he towered over him, he knew Quackity would be 
able to tell the submission in his posture and know he was in control. Almost gently, 
Quackity tugged his chin so Wilbur was looking down at him, and brought their lips together. 
Wilbur parted his lips, allowing Quackity to slide his tongue in at the same time his hands 
went to Wilbur’s shirt, slipping underneath it, placing warm palms against his chest. 


It excited Wilbur to know that Quackity could feel his heartbeat. 'Feel that, Quackity? I’m 
alive! 


Quackity kissed him slow this time, and it almost felt intimate- the coaxing of his lips, his 
hands sliding down Wilbur’s chest, the receding sleepiness in his eyes. There was no rush, 
this night was just for the two of them. 


Quackity nibbled on Wilbur’s lips and Wilbur sighed into his mouth, one of his hands 
pushing Quackity closer against him. As Wilbur pressed himself harder into Quackity, the 
softness of his hands faded into something more predatory, and Wilbur groaned as Quackity’s 
hands turned into something more like claws, digging into his chest and leaving satisfying 


wells of pain where his fingernails dug into his flesh. A kiss turned into a bite, and Wilbur 
wanted to feel more, had a dark desire to feel Quackity’s anger taken out on his flesh in the 
most torturously arousing way possible. But Quackity pulled away, searching for the answer 
to a question Wilbur didn’t know in his face. 


Wilbur had had enough of this. In a silent invitation, he dropped to his knees, looking up at 
Quackity, his intentions obvious. Quackity threaded his fingers into Wilbur’s hair, his mouth 
opening in a silent sigh as Wilbur undid his belt and unzipped his pants. He was noticeably 
hard. Already. The sight went straight to Wilbur’s ego. 'God, Quackity, just admit you want 
me.' 


He hesitated the barest of moments before freeing Quackity’s cock and leaning forward on 
his knees to take it in his mouth. To be perfectly honest, he didn’t really care for the moments 
before, licking and sucking and getting Quackity hard. It was a means to an end. What he 
enjoyed was the moment Quackity’s hand tightened to a fist in his hair and he began to face- 
fuck the air out of Wilbur until he was choking and gagging and his vision was blurring but 
he didn’t tap out, refused to, he just took it, hardening all the while in his pants. 


This time was no different. Wilbur could feel it coming, Quackity’s breaths coming out more 
ragged, his hands clenching and unclenching in Wilbur’s hair, his hips beginning to move but 
holding back, until finally, finally, his hands grabbed tight to Wilbur’s hair and held him in 
place and his hips began to buck forward, moans tumbling from his lips in lines that were 
poetry to Wilbur’s ears. Hearing your own name gasped between moans and pleads could 
really make you smug. Wilbur would have grinned if his mouth were not otherwise occupied. 
Wilbur braced himself against Quackity’s thighs, choking as Quackity moved faster and 
harder but who fucking cared because Wilbur felt so good like this, on his knees. 


Quackity came, crying out Wilbur’s name, his dick sliding out of Wilbur’s mouth with a lewd 
popping noise. Wilbur choked in breaths, leaning back onto his heels. His pants were so 
fucking tight; he had to resist the urge to desperately start palming himself. Quackity was 
panting too, fixing his boxers and zipping up his pants. But he didn’t seem to be retreating, 
and that meant that Quackity wasn’t done with Wilbur yet. Indeed, barely giving Wilbur any 
time to recover, Quackity grabbed him by his collar and pulling him to his feet. Wilbur 
swayed a bit, feeling unsteady. 


But then Quackity saw something and his eyes went dark with fury. Before Wilbur could 
even react, Quackity had lunged forward and pulled the knife from Wilbur’s jacket. “What 
the fuck,” He hissed, “Is this.” Wilbur’s eyes widened: it was the knife from L’Manburg. He 
usually left it behind, but tonight he’d forgotten. And Quackity seemed furious. “What, were 
you trying to fucking assassinate me, you asshole?” 


“Quackity-” Wilbur tried, desperately, but he was cut short. 


“No, you know what, Wilbur? I trusted you! Not a hell of a lot, but enough to let you into Las 
Nevadas on a semi-regular basis.” 


“Quackity-” 


“And you just go and bring a fucking knife here? To try and kill me or some shit? Are you 
fucking stupid, Wilbur?” Quackity was screaming now, and the intensity of it made Wilbur 
back up a few paces. Quackity glared at him, matching him step for step until he was just 
inches away, and this was real fury, not just what he put on for show. 


Wilbur felt nervous as Quackity’s voice dropped to a deadly whisper. “I know what goes on 
in that head of yours, Wilbur, I know what you fucking want. I know it isn’t really my dick, 
and it sure as hell isn’t me. But let me tell you, even with me dead, you will never get your 
fucking dead hands on Las Nevadas. Never. I promise you.” 


“Quackity!” Said Wilbur, exasperated now. “Look at me, Quackity, look at me.” Eyes 
blazing, Quackity did. “Touch the knife. Touch it. It’s not sharp. It’s old and dull and can’t 
kill shit. Touch it, Q.” 


Quackity ran a thumb along the edge of the knife, his eyes never leaving Wilbur, and Wilbur 
saw the hint of surprise in his eyes when Wilbur’s words were true. The knife was completely 
dull, of course, even if Wilbur pressed as hard as he could, he wouldn’t be able to draw 
blood. “What is this,” Quackity demanded. “Why have a dull-fucking knife?” 


“It’s from L’Manburg,” Wilbur murmured. It felt almost like a confession. Confusion 
followed by understanding morphed Quackity’s face, and the tone of the room changed 
entirely. It felt weirdly intimate now, the only thing between them the knife. They’d stood 
close together before, obviously, but it had never felt like this. 


Wilbur had never noticed in quite this much detail how Quackity’s face appeared under the 
warm yellow lights in his office. He’d appreciated Quackity’s looks before, the man was 
obviously attractive, but he’d never noticed how high his cheekbones, the curve of his nose, 
the tiny scar above his eyebrow, the thickness of his eyelashes, that long (and fucking hot) 
scar running down his face that only made him look more dangerous. 


“Sentimental, Soot?” Quackity asked, a half-smile twisting at his face. Wilbur blinked out of 
his reverie. 


“Tt’s a reminder. A warning. Of what can happen if you let something fall to waste.” Wilbur 
said, a desperation to make Quackity believe him taking hold. Take this. This is honest, 
Quackity. He felt exposed, baring this thing, this nostalgic thing to Quackity. A feeling he 
wasn’t used to. He spent so long spinning carefully crafted lies that a simple truth seemed out 
of place falling from his lips. It sat uncomfortably in Wilbur’s chest. Trust me, Quackity. 


Quackity handed him back the knife. 


“Strip.” He said, suddenly. Wilbur blinked at the non-sequitur. “What, are you deaf?” 
Quackity barked. “I said, strip, Wilbur.” Wilbur watched him warily, and slowly shed his 
trench coat, letting it fall to the floor along with the knife. (He hadn’t quite forgotten how 
Quackity had said he’d hated it. That one insult had kind of stung, although not as much as 
being called petty.) He pulled off his shirt, undid his pants. He hesitated to pull off his boxers. 
“Hurry the fuck up. I’m a busy man, Wilbur.” Quackity said. 


Regardless, he let the boxers fall to the floor, standing butt-naked while Quackity was fully 
dressed. “On the desk.” Ordered Quackity, sweeping his papers from the desk to the floor. 


“What?” 


“Lie down on the desk, Soot.” Wilbur complied, climbing up awkwardly onto Quackity’s 
desk and lying down across the length of it. It was a massive desk, so long Wilbur could lie 
down, just his legs bent and he could barely reach across to either side and grip the edges. 
Quackity was watching him, the heat of his gaze so strong Wilbur felt like he was burning 
under it. 


This was unusual, normally Quackity bent him over it if he wanted to fuck him or pressed 
him against the wall or a window. He felt weirdly exposed here, naked and pinned under 
Quackity’s gaze in the center of the large office. Quackity finally moved, opening a drawer in 
his desk, pulling out a bottle of lube. Wilbur’s stomach tightened at that, watching as 
Quackity applied a generous amount to his hands and slicked his fingers. 


Quackity walked around the desk until Wilbur could see him between his legs. Oh god, oh 
god. It didn’t come as a surprise when Quackity pressed a finger to him and slid it inside him, 
but Wilbur groaned anyway, his back arching slightly off of the hard wooden table. 


Quackity’s fingers felt nothing like his own. When Wilbur did it, it was practically clinical. A 
means to an end. Quackity’s fingers inside him felt like the definition of “it’s the journey, not 
the destination that matters”. Even just stretching Wilbur out to fuck him was a process with 
Quackity (admittedly a very enjoyable process). 


One finger quickly turned to two, and because Wilbur could easily take that, Quackity began 
scissoring him, teasing him but refusing to touch his prostate, only ghost by it. Fucking tease, 
Wilbur thought, or maybe he groaned it, he wasn’t quite sure. But god it was working, and 
Wilbur was twisting shamelessly on the desk, trying to fuck himself onto Quackity’s fingers, 
his mouth hanging wide open, broken pants and moans wrung from him steadily. Quackity’s 
other hand was gripping hard on his inner thigh, holding Wilbur in place as he added a third 
finger and really began to fuck him. 


Now, Quackity touched his prostate, not just touched it really, slammed into it with three 
fingers and Wilbur sat nearly bolt upright, crying out. “Oh god, Quackity, oh god, oh please.” 


Quackity grinned at him, but it was hungry and chilling and Wilbur thrived under it. Quackity 
did it again, twisting his fingers this time, and Wilbur was begging and pleading, right on the 
edge. He braced himself for a third thrust of Quackity’s god-blessed fingers, gasping and 
moaning to Quackity that he’s right there, when Quackity pulls them out and leaves Wilbur 
right on the edge. 


Wilbur spasmed, hanging onto the sides of the desk in an attempt not to reach for his starved 
cock and finish this himself. God, he was so fucking close and he’s so fucking hard now, he’s 
practically mindless and completely at Quackity’s mercy. He doesn’t quite process what’s 
happening when Quackity hands him the knife again. 


It takes him a moment to notice that Quackity has handed it to him blade-first, and this is 
because the rounded, large handle has been slicked with lube. It takes Wilbur another few 
moments to process what this means. And then he realizes. 


“Quackity.” He groaned, watching as the man sits down at his desk, patiently watching him. 
But Wilbur could see the half-smile on his face, the bastard, and he knows what comes next. 


“Yes, Wilbur?” He replied, almost pleasantly. 


“You want me to fuck myself on the knife.” It isn’t really a question. Wilbur groaned at the 
thought. It’s the right size and shape, a bit bigger than Wilbur’s really used to, and Wilbur 
both curses and thanks Quackity’s mind for being in the gutter. 


“When I tell you to, yes,” Quackity said. “In fact, you’re going to follow my exact 
instructions. You may be holding the knife, Wilbur, but I’Il be the one in control. The one 
fucking your brains out.” Wilbur was hard again at his words. “Now, get yourself ready to 
push in the knife.” 


Wilbur trembled as he reached down, pressing the thick wooden hilt of the knife to himself. 
He was still overstimulated from Quackity’s fingers, it’s too soon. But he doesn’t complain, 
he just waits for Quackity’s orders. And they come, smugly, soon enough. “Now,” Quackity 
commanded, “Press it in. Slowly.” 


Had Wilbur really been pulled apart by Quackity’s touch and now he was just a mindless toy, 
or was it the thrill of relinquishing control while still holding the knife in his hands that made 
this so fun? Regardless of what it was, Wilbur complied, his back arching as he slowly 
pressed in the knife, moans forced from his throat, relishing in the burning stretch of the knife 
inside of him. Vaguely he noted Quackity unzipping his trousers, going to touch himself as he 
watched Wilbur. 


Wilbur kept pushing, his mind going blank as he laid himself open until it was entirely inside 
him and was trembling with effort of keeping it still. “Good,” Quackity said, lust lacing his 
voice, and Wilbur shuddered at the praise, his eyes shuttering. “You can move it, but keep the 
pace slow.” Wilbur, crying out as he did so, obeyed. He felt every inch, and it was as painful 
as it was pleasing, and for Wilbur, the two often went hand in hand. 


He was so fucking hard, trembling and on the edge for the second time, Quackity’s similar 
groans spurring him on. Quackity had murmured words like that’s it and faster, pushing 
Wilbur right up to the edge. He was certain just a few more thrusts would do it, and he turned 
his wrist more vigorously, Quackity’s name tumbling from his lips like a prayer as he hit that 
spot, when Quackity said, “Pull it out.” 


Wilbur could have screamed with frustration, he almost thrusted in and came anyway, but he 
pulled out anyway, shuddering, clenching around nothing. Quackity’s own hand stilled too, 
and he grinned. “So you do know how to listen, huh?” Wilbur could say nothing in reply 
except groan. 


He was so feverishly alive, been pulled apart piece by piece in Quackity’s office, splayed out 
on his desk as the man himself sat in his chair and watched him. It was one of the only parts 
with his interactions with Quackity when Quackity was just as desperately Wilbur’s as 
Wilbur was desperately his, equal stake and equal fervor. 


“Why are you here, Wilbur?” Quackity asked, and this is so not the conversation Wilbur 
wanted to be having right now. It’s a bit ingenious of Quackity, if Wilbur was being honest, to 
take advantage of him like that, lay him bear, knock him off guard, in hopes of getting a more 
honest response. He’s learning, Wilbur will give him that much. 


“Whatever do you mean, Quackity?” Wilbur says, well-aware of his vulnerability. He’s 
always been a bit vulnerable here, at Quackity’s mercy at the heart of Quackity’s empire. But 
if Quackity really and truly wanted Wilbur dead by now, Wilbur would be dead. 


Quackity growled, yanking Wilbur’s hair and forcing him to look into Quackity’s eyes. It’s 
animalistic, a bit, Quackity’s scar making him look more fearsome. “Don’t fuck around with 
me, Wilbur.” 


“T’m not fucking around,” Wilbur replied, an edge of danger rippling through him. “I’m not 
fucking around, Q. If I wanted Las Nevadas gone, it would already be gone. Hell, if I want to 
get rid of it tomorrow, leave it nothing but ash and dust, leaving you president of nothing but 
rubble, I fucking can.” Wilbur replied, and he knows red madness is gleaming in his eyes. 
“Las Nevadas remains standing because I want it to, Quackity. I’m here,” He said, “because I 
want to be.” 


To his credit, Quackity was not startled by the unholy promises spewing from Wilbur. He was 
more confident than he used to be, and Wilbur can’t ruffle him as easily as he used to. 
Quackity didn’t flinch back but leaned closer until his face wass right up against Wilbur’s, his 
breath tickling his face. 


“You didn’t answer my question, Wilbur. Why are you here? I’m not kidding myself into 
thinking it’s because you want me, but at the same time you barely put any effort into trying 
to worm your way into Las Nevadas.” (In truth, Wilbur had done quite a bit of worming, as 
Quackity put it, but with immense subtlety as to not alert Quackity. Mostly night-snooping, 
kidnapping and torturing of citizens for information, and tricking the slime. Nothing obvious 
for Quackity to find out about.) 


“So why are you really here?” Quackity whispered, his voice dangerously low. “Is it just to 
get off? Is it because no one else wants to fuck you since you’re all old now?” His voice 
dropped to something honest and dangerous. “Do you want me, or are you using me, 
Wilbur?” 


As quickly as the changing tides, Wilbur’s anger slipped away. He proved his point, and 
there’s an opportunity here to get Quackity to trust him. But people don’t trust Wilbur easily, 
not anymore. The best choice here may be honesty. 


“Why can’t it be both?” Wilbur said, earnestly. 


After a long moment, Quackity exhaled and released his painful grip on Wilbur’s hair. 
“Fine.” 


“Fine what?” Wilbur asked, an undeniable note of panic in his voice. Dammit. 
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“T mean fine. I can accept that in your fucked-up head, you want both me and Las Nevadas.’ 
Quackity replied evenly, his hand reaching for the knife. Wilbur was still hard, even after 
their conversation, and the glint in Quackity’s eyes, a promise, an understanding, wasn’t 
helping. 


Without warning, Quackity slammed the still-lubed hilt back into Wilbur, hitting his prostate. 
Wilbur cried out, his back lifting off the desk. “Fuck, Quackity.” Quackity was in that state, 
Wilbur could see it in his eyes, where’s he’s cruel in the best way possible and takes no 
prisoners. It (embarrassingly) only takes three more thrusts of the knife, Wilbur twisting and 
groaning and bucking his hips and begging Quackity, before Wilbur’s vision went white and 
he came all over his stomach and Quackity’s desk. 


Fuck. He blinked several times, his vision slowly returning to normal. His head felt a bit 
fuzzy, and he vaguely watches as Quackity cleans up around him. A rag cleans off his 
stomach, and his discarded clothes are placed beside him. “Quackity...” Wilbur groaned, and 
Quackity hummed in response, not really paying attention to him. “Do you really hate me?” 


Evidently, the question surprised Quackity much as it did Wilbur, because Q straightens up in 
surprise, looking at him. It takes Quackity a moment to respond, and when he does, his voice 
is softer than Wilbur’s heard it. “There was a time I didn’t. There was a time you meant a lot 

to me.” 


“And now?” Wilbur asks, dreading the answer. 
Quackity shrugs, a bitter smile on his face. “I haven’t felt anything at all in a long time.” 


It’s a lie, but Wilbur wonders if it’s better than the truth. 
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Casinos were busy. There were vast crowds of people, angry shouting, liquor everywhere; 
you would think if Quackity couldn’t handle something, it would be that. But surprisingly, it 
really didn’t bother him. He sometimes got a little anxious, at times he would clench his fists 
and the sensations and focus on the feeling of the rings on his fingers digging painfully into 
his palm, but mostly it was okay. 


So why was it glass shattering that did it? Glasses broke all the time, he surveyed the damage 
every morning, shards crunching under the heels of his dress shoes as he helped to clean up, 
but he supposed he’d never been right next to someone when they’d smashed a glass. 


It was a large, beefy man, (maybe a cow hybrid, but close enough to a ram with those horns) 
and he’d lost poker. And it was everything- the stench of alcohol in his breath, the fury in his 
eyes, the way he slammed his fists down on the table, but it was mostly picking up the glass 
and smashing it on the floor. 


Quackity’s head spun, and his vision tunneled. Suddenly, it was too much, the pounding 
music, people shoving past him, the unmistakable smell of vodka choking him. Quackity had 
to get out of here now. He excused himself from the person he was talking to (not nearly well 
enough, considering the amount she had invested into Las Nevadas) and slipped into a supply 
closet, dimly lit but thankfully empty, and sank to his knees. 


His breath was coming rapidly and his chest felt like it was squeezing, his hands going to his 
hair and pulling it hard so it would hurt. Shit. Not quite a panic attack, but pretty fucking not- 
fun. 


Everything had just been a lot recently. A lot of the people he had borrowed money from to 
build Las Nevadas were coming back to collect their debt, the old shit with Jshclatt, and the 
current shit with Wilbur... just everything. 


In all honesty, he missed Karl and Sapnap. They had never forced him to talk about his 
emotions, but they always tried to help. On nights where it had been too much, Karl would 
rub comforting circles on his back as Quackity trembled and sobbed at the weight of 
everything. He didn’t cry in front of people, but they had been an exception. They didn’t 
judge him or call him weak for reacting like he did. Unlike other exes he could mention. 


Quackity really didn’t like to confront the demons lurking in his past. He didn’t like thinking 
about being screamed at and beaten by a certain dead president, didn’t like to think about the 
horribly conflicting feelings he had about Wilbur, didn’t like thinking about the sensation of a 
pickaxe slicing across his face and- 


Nope. 


He could handle it all, he could, but of course it was normal for it to be overwhelming now 
and again. He just needed to concentrate on the fact that he knew he could handle it all. He’d 
handled so much in the past, the stuff nowadays was nothing. Totally doable. 


Slowly, his hands still gripped fiercely into his hair, his breathing began to return to normal. 
He let the tension in his muscles relax he he leaned back against the door, still trembling. His 
hands dropped into his lap and he exhaled, slowly. 


Solutions. There was no use worrying over something when it could be solved. Quackity 
needed solutions. The Jschlatt problem- maybe it would be wise to avoid the casinos for the 
next few days, give himself a break from the stuff that reminded him of the ex-president. The 
debt collectors? Let Charlie handle them. Quackity was getting close to being able to pay it 
off, he just needed a while longer. They couldn’t get to him with their threats if he didn’t talk 
to them. And Wilbur? 


As much as he didn’t want to, it might be best to end it with Wilbur entirely. What they had 
going on was definitely fun. Being with him felt like waking up after sleeping for so long. He 
never felt as alive and challenged as he did when he was with Wilbur. But it was also 
confusing, and maybe the stress just wasn’t worth it. What he really needed was a partner, a 
confidant: not a fuck-buddy. Too bad he wasn’t able to trust Wilbur. 


Wilbur had experience, true. And he did seem to like Quackity as well as wanting the power 
that came with Las Nevadas. But nothing had really changed since Wilbur had first begged to 
join Las Nevadas. The man still wasn’t trustworthy, and Quackity didn’t want him to have so 
much power when he knew Wilbur would stab him in the back the first chance he got. 


So. As much as it disappointed him, he really needed to put a stop to the hookups and just 
kick Wilbur out once and for all. In all honesty, he’d been looking for an excuse to do it, 
something that would make it easier. When he’d thought Wilbur had brought a knife to 
assassinate him, it had almost been perfect. In the end, that night had ended up going in a 
very different direction than Quackity had expected in that moment. 


Quackity half-blushed in the darkness of the supply closet thinking about it. As much as 
having Wilbur on top of him was unbearably hot, having Wilbur underneath him was 
somehow better. Seeing him slowly come undone at Quackity’s fingers, wanting and 
begging, was dangerously beautiful. And this last time, Wilbur following his orders, fucking 
himself on the knife, edging himself, even though he didn’t have to... It was really fucking 
arousing. 


He let out a weird half-whine noise, his hand slipping to the semi in his pants. Shit. Even if 
he stopped seeing Wilbur, was fucking his hand to memories of him really much better? He 
needed to get Wilbur totally out of his psyche, once and for all. Ignore him, don’t even think 


about him, just focus on work. Maybe after all his debt was paid off, Quackity would go ona 
nice, long vacation. Somewhere tropical. 


With solutions neatly sorted out in his head, Quackity rose wobbly to his feet, his knees stiff. 
He fixed his mussed-up hair and popped on the beanie, mopping his face clean of any sweat 
or tears. Satisfactory, and no one would be looking too closely at him anyway in the dim 
lights of the casino. He swung open the supply closet to reveal a figure. 


“Quackity from Las Nevadas!” Chirped Charlie, grinning at him happily. 

“Hi, Charlie.” He sighed, not even bothering to ask how Charlie knew he was in there. 
“You have a guest!” Charlie said. 

“One of the investors?” Quackity asked absently. “Where?” 


“Waiting for you in your office,” Charlie replied. Quackity felt a flash of annoyance at said 
investor. Number one, he wanted to go to bed. Really badly. He was fucking exhausted, and 
his childish meltdown from the fucking glass breaking had just proved it. Number two, who 
did this person think they were, inviting themselves into his office? It was his private space, 
dammit. 


He sighed, mumbling a thank you to the slime before heading out of the casino into the fresh 
night air. The desert was cold at night, and it sharpened his senses, waking him back up. He 
paused outside the building with his office in it, preparing himself to talk business. He looked 
down at the street, sighing at all the junk there. It wasn’t like he didn’t expect people to litter, 
but it was disappointing anyway, trash all over his fine streets. He nudged a still-lit cigarette 
with his toe absently. 


Wait. This wasn’t just any cigarette. It was Wilbur’s favorite brand, and Quackity couldn’t 
figure out where he was getting them since that brand had been discontinued several months 
ago. So. He supposed the visitor in his office was. How Wilbur still managed to sneak into 
Las Nevadas without any of Quackity’s security finding out was still beyond him. The man 
was unfortunately wily. 


“Hey, Big Q.” Said a low, familiar voice behind him. 


He spun around, frowning. “Wilbur.” The man in question grinned at him, the scars on his 
face stretching. He looked striking, illuminated by Las Nevadas’s glowing lights. Quackity 
gulped. 


“Missed me?” Wilbur asked, cocking an eyebrow. 


“Not really.” Quackity sighed. “Why are you here? I thought you were in my office- you 
know what, never mind. Let’s go up. I don’t want anyone seeing you.” He didn’t even 
consider until they were in the building, Wilbur grinning like the cat who got the cream, that 
this looked like an invitation for their usual business. He probably should have just ended 
everything with a few brief sentences outside and watched Wilbur skulk away. 


Now they were getting into dangerous territory. And by dangerous, Quackity meant tempting. 
It was tempting to think just one more time. Really, he should be kicking Wilbur out now, 
getting the proverbial addiction out of his system as soon as he could. Instead, he said 
nothing during the long elevator ride and just listened to Wilbur hum delightedly as the floors 
ticked by. 


Wilbur followed him down the impressive hallway to his office like an excited puppy, already 
getting handsy. One hand slipped to Quackity’s waist, his fingers slipping under the 
waistband as Quackity opened up the door, giving in and already beginning to turn around 
and meet him in a kiss when a shocked voice behind him said, “Quackity?!” 


Quackity spun around, pulling away from Wilbur, his eyes wide. “Sapnap.” He breathed, 
hating himself for the flare of hope that burst open in his chest. He reminded himself that he 
was furious at Sapnap, and also that he was not cheating with Wilbur because he was no 
longer with Sapnap and Karl. Yet, he felt both pleased and guilty seeing his ex-fiance there. 


“What are you- Wilbur- why- what the fuck, Quackity,” Sapnap said, all in a rush, finishing 
off with a bang. Quackity could see the heat begin to rise in his ex-fiance’s cheeks, reminding 
himself that anger did not mean violence. Even with Sapnap furious, he would never do 
anything to hurt him. He just wasn’t like that. Next, Quackity reminded himself that he was 
the one supposed to be mad. 


“What do mean? Why are you even here?” Asked Quackity, in a bit more of a shout than a 
question. 


“Why am I even here?” Sapnap yells right back. “Because you’re my fiance and I haven’t 
seen you in months? Just to walk in on you with about to shove your tongue down an undead 
terrorist’s throat? Yeah, Quackity, what the fuck?” 
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“No, no, no, Sapnap, you don’t get to ‘what the fuck me’.” Quackity snarls, completely 
forgetting Wilbur and stalking towards Sapnap. “You abandoned me. Let’s keep things clear 
here. I had to find out from fucking George that you and Karl had started a whole-ass 
kingdom together? Guess you just “forgot” to tell me about that, huh?” 


“Quackity-” 


“Shut the fuck up. I don’t want to hear it. You made your choice, good for you. But don’t you 
dare get mad at me for the choices I made after you were gone.” 


“You didn’t think to come and ask Karl and me about Kinoko Kingdom?” Asked Sapnap, 
anger still hot in his cheeks. 


“Why would I? You obviously moved on without me-” Seethed Quackity 


“Maybe I should go.” Interjected Wilbur, looking even redder than Sapnap, standing 
awkwardly by the door, his hands fiddling nervously. 


“No.” Quackity snapped. “We’re done here. Sapnap, get the fuck out of my office. Wilbur 
and I are busy.” It was a bit rich, considering he’d been just about to end things with Wilbur, 


but he obviously wasn’t going to do that now. And besides, Wilbur clearly made Sapnap 
jealous. 


“No!” Replied Sapnap, pacing forward. It took every ounce of willpower not to back away. 
Every instinct was screaming to submit, but Quackity was definitely justified in his anger, 
and he was really fucking done with Sapnap’s excuses. ‘Just come ask us?’ He shouldn’t 
have to ask! They were supposed to be engaged, for fuck’s sake. 


“We’re done here, Sapnap,” Quackity said, folding his arms over his chest. “You didn’t tell 
me about Kinoko Kingdom, and you show up months later? And Karl doesn’t even bother to 
come? Don’t try and fuck with me.” 


Sapnap flinched slightly at the mention of Karl. “Quackity...” He said softly. “Karl... he’s 
not doing well.” 


“Not my problem.” Replied Quackity coldly, even as something in his chest shattered at the 
words. There was a time when Quackity would have died for Karl without a second thought, 
but now? Now he was just another painful thing in Quackity’s past. Karl clearly didn’t care 
for him, so why should Quackity care if he was okay or not? (He definitely did.) 


Sapnap’s face crumpled at Quackity’s words, but he quickly tried to cover it up. “Well,” He 
said, his voice breaking. He cleared his throat. “Well, you’ve made it immensely clear how 
you feel. Guess that’s all there is to say, then.” 


“Guess it is.” Said Quackity, not letting his face so much as flicker. He didn’t move at all as 
Sapnap walked for the door, Wilbur clearing out of his way. 


Sapnap paused by the door, anger again masking his features. “I get you’re mad at Karl and 
me, but now you’re with Wilbur of all people? He betrayed you too, remember.” 


“Out.” Quackity snapped. Sapnap slammed the door behind him and it rattled in his hinges. 
Quackity exhaled, letting his anger drain away, crumpling to the floor. Didn’t give a fuck, 
actually, that Wilbur was there. He was drained. He felt everything and nothing all at once. 


He’d pondered this confrontation a thousand times, thought about a thousand different ways 
it could go. It had always been a fight, always ending in Quackity pushing them away even 
though all he wanted was them to stay. He hadn’t been able to imagine this exact scenario, 
but close enough. And just like he had predicted, it had ended with Sapnap and Karl gone, 
and Quackity alone. 


Not quite alone though. Wilbur dropped to his knees beside him, and Quackity accepted the 
arms that opened for him, allowing Wilbur (Wilbur of all people) to hold him as he sobbed 
brokenly into his chest. Wilbur even rubbed circles into his back, murmuring something 
comforting into his ear. 


He was aware, somewhere far in the depths of his mind, that a line had been crossed. 
Quackity had allowed physical intimacy to leak into emotional intimacy. He rarely allowed 
anyone to see any weakness, and this was certainly weak. But it had been so damn long since 
someone had held him and told him everything would be okay, and just for a moment he 


wanted to pretend that Wilbur was someone who cared about him. Someone Quackity could 
be weak in front of. 


After a few minutes, the tears slowed and then stopped. Quackity sniffed, wiping his face and 
pushing away from Wilbur. Wilbur was watching him intently, but not like usual. There was 
always a gleam in his eye that seemed predatory that allowed Quackity to always remember 
that Wilbur was exactly that: a predator, and not to be trusted. But now, his eyes seemed 
earnest and, dare he say it, soft. 


This Wilbur reminded Quackity of the early L’Manburg Wilbur, who’d smiled freely and 
loved freely. The Wilbur who was a protective older brother, an excellent friend, and a fierce 
defender of who he cared about. A Wilbur Quackity had trusted with his whole, naive heart. 


“T want to sleep.” The words were out of Quackity’s mouth before he even noticed them. It 
was true, he was fucking exhausted. Too much had happened today, leaving him emotionally 
vulnerable. He didn’t really want to be alone, but he also needed a goddamn nap. 


Ignoring Wilbur was so easy as he clambered up onto his couch, sprawling out on it. He 
couldn’t give a fuck if Wilbur stayed or left. If he did anything suspicious, it would just be 
easier for Quackity to end it in the morning, so really, it didn’t matter what Wilbur did. It 
didn’t take very long for Quackity to slip into an exhausted sleep. 


When he woke up, his office was empty, warm light sliding through the windows. A blanket 
had been draped over him. He couldn’t help the slight disappointment that Wilbur was gone, 
but there was a fair amount of relief there too. Quackity needed a while to recover from the 
whiplash of yesterday. He needed to be alone with his thoughts 


He rose to his feet, yawning, stretching his tight muscles. His neck had cramped up in his 
sleep. It wasn’t unusual for him to sleep on this couch in his office when he was too 
exhausted to go to his penthouse several blocks over, but it wasn’t super comfortable. 


The messy heaps of papers on his desk were just as he left them, no curious fingers having 
rifled through them. The only thing that was different was a note scrawled in Wilbur's usual 
chicken-scratch on top of some important contract. 


"Hope you’re okay. I'll see you soon, Q.' 


He sighed, but a slight smile edged his face. Wilbur had surprised him yesterday, in a good 
way. He’d proved himself to be not all the rat-bastard Quackity had assumed him to still be. 
He was definitely still a creep, and definitely had ulterior motives, but he’d seen a softness in 
Wilbur yesterday that had him wondering if there was more to his undead rival than Quackity 
had previously thought. 


He had been so focused on the idea that Wilbur was using him, that he hadn’t even 
considered how useful Wilbur could be, and that maybe Quackity could use him. Quackity 
wasn’t the naive kid he’d been when he was Schlatt’s vice president. Control required a 


delicate balance, and Wilbur might just find he wasn’t as talented as he had thought. Quackity 
understood patience, and he understood the finesse of manipulation. 


Time would tell how this would end, but Quackity knew that he wasn’t done with Wilbur just 
yet. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Smoke and Stars 


Chapter Notes 


CW: PTSD, Mentions of Suicide, Implied Self-Harm 
Please take care of yourselves! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


While Quackity couldn’t stand to drink alcohol, there were other ways to forget your 
problems. Namely, cigarettes which burned differently but just as sweetly painful. He sat on 
the top of the Needle, cigarette clutched loosely in his hand, legs dangling over the edge. 
There was a rush to that too, to see death under your feet, that it would barely take a shove to 
send him over the precipice and spiraling into the abyss below. 


The nicotine numbed him, the cold air kept him alert. A dangerous balance. He was having 
trouble keeping it all under control. Everything was just so raw. He kept thinking of Sapnap- 
it was almost as painful as when it had first happened. All the same emotions come rushing 
back. 


Is he really that unlovable? If he had done things differently, maybe talked less about himself 
and taken care of them better maybe they wouldn’t be so happy without him. Maybe if he 
hadn’t made them so afraid to touch him because of the times he would flinch away. Maybe 
if he hadn’t been so anxious all the time, made them worry like that. Maybe if he’d been less 
broken and depressing and more funny... 


God. He would drive himself to insanity if he kept wondering what he could have done 
differently. 


He can’t do the self-destructiveness all over again. The countless sleepless nights, worrying 
the skin on his fingers away, the constant smoking so bad his lungs were always raw, the 
drinking vodka just so he would panic and cry and feel something other than numb. Doing 
things that he knew would end badly just so he could feel pain because he deserved it. 
Standing here, at the top of the Needle, and wondering if it would be better for everyone if he 
just jumped off. 


The self-pity and horrible grief so bad that it made every breath hurt finally gave way to a 
burning anger that Quackity hadn’t let go of. Afraid that if he did, all that would be left was 
nothing. Just emptiness. 


Sapnap’s appearance yesterday had brought all that initial pain right back fresh in his chest. 
The worst part was knowing that if he had come back for Quackity, it meant that he still 
cared. And that meant Quackity had pushed him away of his own accord. 


“Quackity.” Said a low voice behind him. Quackity flinched at the sudden sound, but he 
recognized it as Wilbur’s voice so he didn’t turn around. 


Wilbur sat down on the edge beside him, his expression serious, taking out his cigarette, 
passing it wordlessly to Quackity to light with his own. Quackity, making the same serious 
expression back at him, flicked it off the edge. 


Wilbur gaped at him. “Why- what-” Quackity suddenly burst out laughing, doubling over. 
Seeing Wilbur’s shocked expression just made him wheeze harder. He clutched his stomach, 
his cigarette also falling out of his mouth and tumbling to the streets below. He gasped, 
wiping his eyes, trying to regain control of himself. 


“What was that for?” Said Wilbur, mouth still agape, although the corners of his mouth were 
lifted in a smile. 


“I’m sorry.” Wheezed Quackity. “It’s just... your expression.” He lost it again, laughing 
himself stupid. It felt good to laugh. To do something random and stupid just for fun. “I’m 
sorry.” He repeated. “You just looked so serious. You had the look like you were going to do 
this serious monologue, and it was just fucking hilarious to see your face.” 


Wilbur humphed, mock upset. “Well, glad wasting my cigarettes is amusing to you, 
Quackity.” 


“I’m sorry, I’m sorry. Look, I’ll give you one of mine.” He pulled two out of the pocket of his 
dress pants, handing one to Wilbur and taking the other himself. He pulled out his lighter, and 
he and Wilbur leaned forward, touching their cigarettes together so Quackity could light them 
simultaneously. There was a brief moment of closeness, their cigarettes touching, their faces 
just inches apart as the flame flickered between them. 


Quackity took a long drag, inhaling the smoke into his mouth and breathing in deeply to get it 
into his lungs. The smoke rushed out of his mouth in the exhale, filtering out in front of him. 
He and Wilbur sat in companionable silence, watching Las Nevadas. Quackity’s city was all 
aglow, and you could hear the hum of people moving around, doing their business. 


Smoking with alone someone felt intimate, and this night felt like a night for secrets. 
Quackity was the first to break the silence. “Why did you leave last night?” 
Wilbur looked at him in surprise. “I didn’t think you wanted me to stay.” 


Quackity hummed low in his throat. “I don’t know.” He couldn’t quite look at Wilbur as he 
admitted: “I wouldn’t have minded if you had.” 


There was a slight redness in Wilbur’s cheeks, but it could have been the cold and bitter 
wind. He moved imperceptibly closer to Quackity, his thumb brushing lightly over 
Quackity’s hand. It was funny how you could fuck someone but still be completely 
mesmerized by the lightest brush of a finger. 


“T came back today, though,” Wilbur said hopefully. 


“You did.” Quackity agreed. “Do you want something?” 


“T wanted to see if you were alright. You seemed very... upset by Sapnap’s visit.” Said 
Wilbur tactfully. 


“Well...”’ Quackity sucked in a breath. “I have a lot of history with him.” There was a lot 
more he could have said, but it wouldn’t do to reveal too much to Wilbur. Not when Wilbur 
could use it against him. 


Wilbur shifted his position on the edge, his hand fidgeting slightly. He swallowed, and 
Quackity could tell he was preparing to ask something, maybe wondering how to frame the 
question. “Do you feel like that every time I leave?” Wilbur blurted. 


This time it was Quackity’s turn to look at him in surprise. “I- no.” He never cries like a kid 
after Wilbur’s visits, but he knows that’s not exactly what Wilbur’s asking. In truth, Wilbur’s 
visits often lay him bare, but not in the way that makes him miserable. More in the way that 
leaves him painfully wanting but not trusting himself or Wilbur enough to take more. “IT 
mean, you didn’t do all of the shit they’ve done. You... you’ve still done things, but that was 
a while ago. And it wasn’t to me, specifically.” 


For the first time in a while, Quackity thinks of Pogtopia. It wasn’t that long ago (well, it was 
for Wilbur), and it was one of the darkest parts of his life. He was fresh out of an abusive 
relationship with Schlatt, and Wilbur (although Quackity didn’t know it at the time) had been 
suicidal. Neither were doing well then, and they had in equal turns tried to hurt and comfort 
each other. 


One moment they would be cussing each other out, trying to cause as much emotional 
damage (or physical damage) as possible, wanting to cause pain, and an hour later they’d be 
laying under the stars, hands brushing, and all Quackity would be thinking about was 
Wilbur’s hands, Wilbur’s voice, Wilbur’s lips, every inch of him singing to touch and hold 
and kiss Wilbur, but resisting every time. 


He remembered thinking, maybe when this is over, we can heal enough to love each other 
properly. God, how naive. When it was over, Wilbur had been dead and Quackity had 
become so miserable he’d wanted to join him. 


Although now, they were here again, under the same stars, in a different city. And Quackity 
still wanted to kiss him. 


The difference between the past Quackity and the Quackity here and now was this Quackity 
leans forward and does it. He places the cigarette on the ledge beside him and presses his 
cold lips into Wilbur’s, tasting the smoke and grit in his mouth. It’s familiar and there’s 
comfort in that. Wilbur kisses him back as tentatively as if this were their first time. 


Quackity pulls him in with a hand on his waist, feeling the warm skin under his fingertips. 
One of Wilbur’s hands goes to his thigh, gripping it softly. Quackity takes this as an 
invitation to slip off Wilbur’s trenchcoat, throwing it onto the roof. It’s so fucking chilly, and 
he pulls Wilbur off the ledge and leads him to the slightly sheltered area behind it. At least 


they’re protected from the wind, a fact he’s grateful for when Wilbur begins to unbutton his 
dress shirt. 


Quackity suspects that he won’t be cold for long as Wilbur pushes up against him and a 
delightful shudder runs through his body. The pants and boxers soon follow, each somewhat 
awkwardly undressing the other until their stark-naked, bodies flush against each other. 


Wilbur leans towards him, pressing his lips into the sensitive skin of Quackity’s neck, gentler 
than he’s ever been. He rolls his hips against Quackity, and he groans softly. “Quackity,” He 
whispers feverishly, sucking a spot into his neck. “Quackity I want to worship you.” 


“Yes,” Quackity replies, pulling Wilbur closer against him, trailing a cold finger down his 
spine until the other man shivers. Wilbur sinks to his knees, and it’s the second time in a row 
that he’s done this. Quackity bites his lip, pupils blown wide as he watches Wilbur. There’s 
something hypnotizing about Wilbur on his knees, looking up at Quackity with those eyes. 


It hits Quackity how soft they’re both being, gentle and kind and somehow Quackity is still 
hard and still wants it. Normally, nothing gets him going unless it’s violent, unless Wilbur 
kisses him with the promise of pain in his mouth. But right now Wilbur’s being sweet and his 
touches are featherlight, and Quackity wants it as badly as he always does. 


His hands wind gently into Wilbur’s hair as Wilbur leans forward to take Quackity in his 
mouth. Quackity gasps, arching his back as Wilbur does something positively wicked with 
his tongue. He comes undone, slowly taken apart by Wilbur’s movements, panting and 
beginning to tremble. Wilbur works faster, head bobbing, dark and white hair plastered to his 
face. 


Just as he’s getting close, Quackity pulls Wilbur off. Wilbur’s eyes are blown wide and he 
looks utterly debauched: lips swollen and red, hair mussed, a touch of drool on the side of his 
face. Gently, Quackity wipes it away and sinks down in front of him, so they’re facing each 
other on their knees. Quackity lies down, slotting his legs in between Wilbur’s, the cement 
scraping his skin. He pulls Wilbur down so he’s straddling Quackity, eyes burning with lust 
and something deeper. 


They begin to move, and Quackity arches his back, revelling in the pleasure, moans falling 
from his lips as Wilbur grinds down. One of Wilbur’s hands is splayed out across Quackity’s 
stomach, one of Quackity’s hands is clutching Wilbur’s thigh. Their free hands find each 
other, holding tightly as they move together. Wilbur’s eyes flutter as Quackity’s hips thrust 


up. 
“Quackity...” His name falling reverentially from Wilbur’s lips, whispered like a prayer. 


It doesn’t take long before Quackity is on the edge, his hand tight around Wilbur’s thigh, his 
nails digging a bit. He’s gasping, moving more erratically than before, and he can tell Wilbur 
is too, his eyes rolling back, his movements sloppier. All it takes is Quackity thrusting up at 
the same time Wilbur grinds down and they’re both moaning and Quackity comes with 
Wilbur’s name in his mouth. 


Quackity lays there, his heart thudding in his chest, staring up at the stars as his breathing 
slows. He braces himself for the self-loathing, to feel like tearing his hair out, grief and guilt 
to rise in his chest. But it doesn’t. He feels strangely calm in the cold, Wilbur lying down 
beside him. The raging storm inside of him since Sapnap’s visit last night has quieted, at least 
for now. 


Wilbur’s lips drag him out of his thoughts and back into reality as he begins to nibble on 
Quackity’s neck, one hand holding Quackity’s head, his other hand sliding down to 
Quackity’s thigh. It’s not leading up to anything, Quackity thinks, it’s just Wilbur 
expressing... affection. He’s gentle, his lips dragging over the sensitive skin of Quackity’s 
neck, pressing kisses and light bites in equal turn, the hand on his thigh gently caressing him. 


Warmth blossoms in Quackity’s chest. He strokes Wilbur’s hair idly. Wilbur hums against his 
skin, his tongue tracing a line down his neck to his collarbone where he continues his work. 
“So pretty, Q.” Whispers Wilbur, and Quackity can’t help but smile. Somehow the 
compliment seems genuine, and Quackity tries to let himself believe it. 


It’s cold, but somehow with their bodies pressed up against each other, Quackity doesn’t feel 
it. All he feels are Wilbur’s hands against his skin, Wilbur’s lips sucking a light-purple mark, 
Wilbur’s heartbeat against his own as they lie under the smoke and stars. 
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Not Your Enemy 


Chapter Summary 


This is a flashback to Wilbur's and Quackity's first time. 
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Wilbur waits until nightfall. Tommy is asleep, unaware of what he’s about to do. If Tommy 
knew what he was about to do, he would most certainly laugh at him. Or berate him. Tommy 
laughs considerably less than he used to, and when he does, Wilbur can hear the strain. Like 
it’s unfamiliar. Painful. 


Regardless, Tommy would think this was stupid. But Quackity was important, important to 
Wilbur and what Wilbur wanted to do. He was a rival that needed to be deceived or a 
potential ally that needed to be buttered into friendship. Either way, Wilbur knew that 
Quackity hadn’t been entirely honest when Tommy was there. He had ulterior motives and 
reasons to lie, and Wilbur wanted honesty. 


This meant a solo mission, riskier but with potential for greater rewards. It had been a while, 
but Wilbur was pretty sure he still knew where Quackity was weak. Today had proved it, if 
anything. Quackity may not trust him, but he still wanted to get in Wilbur’s pants. After all 
these years. 


He’d seen the way Quackity had looked at him back in Pogtopia, and that look hadn’t 
changed. There was less trust, sure, but the lust was as strong as it had ever been. Wilbur 
could use that to his advantage. Sex could be rough, and that was probably the way it would 
start between them, but sex could easily be intimate, and intimacy leads to trust. It would 
happen on its own, he just had to trust the process. 


The difficulty would be the first time when Quackity would be most on guard. He chewed his 
lip thoughtfully. He’d showered for this, washed his clothes as much as he could. Death left a 
scent though, and not a pleasant one. He’d just have to hope his charms were enough to 
overcome it. 


A smile drifts across his face as he picks his way through the shrubbery outside the city, 
slipping under a gap in the steel fence that runs along the city and into an alleyway. Wilbur 


sticks to the shadows, walks softly. He’d prefer to find Quackity before Quackity finds him, 
and he has a good idea of where Quackity’s office is. 


It’s a harrowing thirty minutes, dodging Quackity’s security and winding through the city to 
its center. He sticks to back roads, avoiding the throngs of people with cheap booze and 
cheap street drug. It’s not long before he’s at the building that has Quackity’s office and on 
the elevator to the top floor. He can’t stop comparing Las Nevadas to L’Manburg: the city 
that is and the city that was. 


Las Nevadas is only pretty in its chaos: neon lights spilling over glass buildings, a million 
fluorescent signs on each street trying to grab your attention, throngs of beautiful people 
wearing very little clothing, the bars and casinos and strip clubs that make it a city of barely 
controlled lawlessness. Petty crime everywhere, bursting with liquor and drugs and all things 
unholy, hollow happiness bought for a few pennies. 


L’Manburg had been impressive, grand, a monument to greatness and generosity. It was built 
with the promise of freedom in its foundation, and the city reflected that. The most beautiful 
thing Wilbur has witnessed in his life was the sun setting over L’Manburg, and he aches to 
think that there were nights where he didn’t care enough to go watch. If it were still there, 
Wilbur would go every night. There’s a bitterness in the realization that you didn’t appreciate 
something so obviously important. 


Before he knows it, Wilbur is outside the doors of Quackity’s office. There’s light seeping 
under the doors: Quackity is definitely inside. Wilbur fluffs up the white part of his hair, 
smooths his eyebrows with only a touch of conceit. Then he’s pushing the doors open with a 
wide, smug grin on his face. “Hello again.” He purrs. 


Quackity’s face is priceless. Shock, horror, embarrassment, and finally rage crest his face in a 
moment. “Wil- what the fuck?” He rises to his feet, and Wilbur notices several things all at 
once. One, Quackity’s hair is a mess, totally rumpled and curled and everywhere and it’s 
fucking hot. Two, there’s important paperwork about Las Nevadas all over Quackity’s desk 
that Wilbur is just itching to peek at. Three, Quackity isn’t wearing any pants. 


“T-” He swallows. He did not expect Q to be pantsless. The tight boxers he’s wearing do not 
leave a lot up to the imagination. He quickly composes himself, but knows Quackity caught 
the lapse. “I know how you are. You could never be entirely honest in front of Tommy. Not 
the way you’re honest to me.” 


Quackity scowls at him. “You want some fucking honesty, Wilbur? Get your ass out my 
office right fucking now. I don’t know how you got in here or why you thought it was a good 
idea, but get OUT.” Quackity shouts. Wilbur might have believed him if his face wasn’t 
flushed. 


Wilbur saunters closer, his hands loose in his pockets. “Where’s the fun in that?” Wilbur 
smiles, leaning close to Quackity. Quackity matches him until their faces are just inches away 
and Wilbur can smell the smoke in his breath. 


“Tm telling you, Wilbur, get out now or I will make you.” 


“Then make me.” 


The words are barely out of Wilbur’s mouth before he’s been shoved into the wall. His head 
hits against the drywall painfully but he doesn’t wince. He’s taller than Quackity, sure, but 
the man packs a punch. And this is a fight Wilbur almost doesn’t want to win, with his arms 
pinned to the wall and Quackity’s face right up against his own. 


Quackity punches him, and Wilbur’s head snaps back, pain blooming in his cheek. It’s 
enough to get his attention, sure, but not enough to deter him. Quackity’s eyes are hot with 
anger and maybe something else. Wilbur bites his lip, a sigh escaping his mouth. 


Quackity laughs suddenly. “Seriously, Wilbur?” He says incredulously. “Are you getting 
horny right now?” 


Wilbur smiles loopily, his cheek aching. “Thirteen years is a long time, Quackity.” 


A hungry smile graces the corners of Quackity’s lips. One hand drops from pinning Wilbur’s 
wrists to the wall to the waistband of his pants, easing a finger in and tugging forward the 
waistband forward. Wilbur doesn’t react, just watches, curious and hopeful to know where 
this is headed. Quackity slips the hand in between Wilbur’s pants and his boxers, palming 
him. At this, Wilbur leans his head back against the wall and groans. Quackity does it again 
and Wilbur twists his hips looking for more friction against his growing hard-on. 


Quackity smiles delightedly. “Would you look at that... the high and mighty Wilbur Soot 
getting off on being pinned to the wall and his enemy beating him up.” 


Wilbur suppresses a moan as Quackity does something wicked with his hand. “Political... 
rival,” He manages to pant out in between breaths. “Not your- ah, fuck- your enemy.” 
Quackity doesn’t argue, just leans forward towards Wilbur’s neck. Wilbur shivers as 
Quackity’s breath ghosts over sensitive skin. 


But before Quackity can press his lips to Wilbur’s neck, Wilbur grabs him and flips him so 
their positions are switched. Quackity’s more easily and firmly trapped than Wilbur was, but 
he doesn’t look too upset about it. His eyes are firmly fixed on Wilbur’s lips, and Wilbur gets 
the memo, pulling him into a kiss. 


There’s years of promises, threats, curses, and secrets between them. Years of hatred and 
years of longing. It seems inevitable that they end up like this: two so-called villains who’ve 
built and destroyed empires, ended bloodlines, change the course of history, drawn together 
by something more powerful than anything they’d ever created. 


Wilbur slides a hand under Quackity’s shirt and trails his fingers up to his nipple, twisting 
firmly, relishing in the low cry Quackity makes into his mouth. Quackity reminds him that his 
hand is still down Wilbur’s pants when it suddenly grabs Wilbur’s entire length. Now it’s 
Wilbur’s turn to make an embarrassing noise as Quackity’s hand begins to move in the 
slowest, most torturous handjob of his life. It’s shameful how hard he is from just some 
groping and kissing, but thirteen years with nothing but your hand to make do with will do 
that to someone. 


Wilbur lets this continue a little longer, lips locked furiously as they each try to get the other 
aroused before he decides enough is enough. He grabs Quackity (more roughly than really 
necessary, but the response is positive) and leads him over to Quackity’s wide leather couch, 
laying Quackity down. He fishes the lube out of his jacket pocket. “You clearly thought 
you'd get lucky.” Quackity teases, but there’s something a bit tight in his voice, and he seems 
oddly still. His hands are clenched in fists at his side. 


Wilbur straddles him, grinding their erections together, eliciting a moan from Quackity as he 
slicks up his own fingers. He strips off his own pants and undoes Quackity’s, and there’s 
definitely something a little off. 


Quackity seems to be growing tenser by the moment, and when he moves to put his finger in 
Quackity, there’s an unmistakable shudder. Wilbur doesn’t want this night to backfire, not 
when it was going so well, so he quickly changes direction, pressing his fingers into himself 
instead, rubbing up against Quackity again. 


Quackity moans loudly, and some of the tension seems to have faded, so Wilbur does it again 
as he continues to stretch himself open. It’s pretty mechanical at this point, and he knows his 
limits pretty well. He avoids his prostate, just ghosts around it, biting his lips to stop 
desperate moans from spilling out. It’s only a few minutes before he’s three fingers full and 
prepared to take something more. He pulls out his fingers, biting back a moan, and wipes his 
fingers on the rag in his pocket. 


He quickly sheds the trench coat and then the shirt, not missing the appreciative way that 
Quackity scans his well-defined torso. There wasn’t a hell of a lot to do in limbo, and Wilbur 
spent a lot of time working out. It shows in the way he’s filled out in places he wasn’t before. 
He knows he looks older, and rougher too, but Quackity’s always liked that, if Jschlatt is any 
evidence. 


He maintains eye contact with Quackity as he slowly lowers himself onto his cock, watching 
the way his face contorts with pleasure, his eyes flutter, his face flushes a beautiful shade of 
red. He tosses back his head, and his hands clench into fists at his side. When Wilbur sinks to 
the hilt he pauses, trying to adjust. He’s so full. “How do I feel, Quackity?” Wilbur says, 
clenching tightly and reveling in the choked moan Quackity lets out. 


“Nghhh-” Is the only sound he makes, so Wilbur does it again, shifting a bit. Quackity 
whines, high and desperate, and Wilbur grins, beginning to move in earnest. “So- fucking- 
full of yourself.” Quackity manages between rolls of Wilbur’s hips, his hands going to 
Wilbur’s thighs and the nails digging in painfully. Wilbur snaps his hips and this time it’s his 
turn to whine when Quackity hits his prostate dead on. 


He moves faster and with more purpose, and he can tell he’s rapidly coming undone. He 
obviously needs to hold on, but this is the first time he’s been properly fucked in, well, over a 
decade. And it’s beginning to show. He’s starting to flag, and he’s sure his face must be beet 
red. 


Quackity notices, and he grins, though pants are still slipping between his limbs. “What is it, 
Wilbur? You’re getting all flustered.” He sounds unbearably smug. 


“Shut it.” Wilbur says, snapping his hips viciously. Quackity’s breath stutters, but the grin 
doesn’t leave. 


“How many years did you say it had been for you? Thirteen? If it’s been that long, you must 
be practically a virgin again.” Before he can even think about it, Wilbur’s hand is wrapping 
around his neck and squeezing hard. The result is instantaneous. Quackity’s mouth opens in a 
silent moan, and he begins to thrust up into Wilbur. And the power shifts. 


“Q, squeeze my leg twice if this is okay.” Wilbur coos into his ear. The hands digging into his 
thighs squeeze twice, and Wilbur grins. “Like it rough, huh?” He says, watching Quackity’s 
face grow redder and his eyes go hazy. He loosens his grip enough for Quackity to breathe 
for a moment before tightening it again. “Should have known, if you liked Schlatt. I bet you 
like all sorts of other things too.” Wilbur’s voice drops low, and Quackity bucks his hips up 
again. Wilbur can feel how hard he is. 


“Do you like being tied up, Quackity?” He whispers, rolling his hips. “Do you like being told 
what to do? Do you like roughing me up, seeing my face after you’ve slammed me into a 
wall? Do you like to see the fear in someone’s eyes after you’ve threatened them? You’re 
disgusting.” He says, releasing Quackity’s neck. 


“Hypocrite,” Says Quackity, his voice hoarse and wrecked. And Wilbur is definitely a 
hypocrite, because hearing Quackity’s voice raspy because of what he did goes straight to his 
cock. 


He doesn’t notice the cues, although he should have: Quackity’s hands tightening on his 
thighs, his back lifting, eyes filling with purpose, and suddenly Wilbur is being flipped onto 
his back, pinned beneath Quackity. Quackity thrusts in, and he’s not holding back. Any 
resolve or will to fight back instantly dissolves and he submits, allowing Quackity to take 
control and fuck him. And indeed, Quackity does fuck him. Hard. 


Wilbur is shamelessly arching up to meet his thrusts, holding on tight to Q’s shoulder’s, 
moans slipping between his lips before he can bite them back. “Motherfucker- Quackity- 
goddamnfuck-” He says, heat gathering in his lower stomach and Quackity pounds into his 
prostate. 


“Such a dirty mouth, Wilbur. Ought to be filled.” And with that, Quackity’s shoving three 
fingers into Wilbur’s mouth. Wilbur chokes in surprise, eyes filling with tears even though he 
grows almost unbearably hard. The fingers begin moving in time with Quackity’s 
movements, and Wilbur’s right on the edge. “Gagging on just my fingers, Wil? Pathetic.” 
Quackity spit, and Wilbur moans around the fingers, trying to gasp out a warning that he’s 
going to come. 


Quackity gets the memo, and his other hand wraps around Wilbur’s cock and begins to pump. 
It’s second before Wilbur is squirming and moaning around Quackity’s fingers, his vision 
going blank for a moment and every nerve alight with pleasure. Quackity follows almost 
instantly, and despite the haziness of his mind, Wilbur appreciates the way his lean body slick 
with sweat arches over top of him, dark eyes meeting his own. 


Quackity rolls off and Wilbur collects himself, combing fingers through his hair and sitting 
up. Wordlessly, Quackity gets up and goes to his desk, pulling out a towel that he passes to 
Wilbur. Wilbur collects and cleans himself, the wiggles into his clothes. He’ll still have to 
shower when he gets home, assuming he is going home. 


A quick glance at Quackity whose still silent and avoiding his gaze confirms that he’s not 
going to get any invitation to stay. Ah well, he got what he came for. Besides, he’d be back 
soon enough. “Until next time, Quackity.” He says, and Quackity still refuses to look at him. 


Biting back a sigh, Wilbur exits, taking the stairs down to the main floor instead of the 
elevator. He’s not sure if he can bear standing still right now. There’s too much going on in 
his brain, plans already spilling forth from all the information he gathered tonight. 


The seeds in Las Nevadas have officially been planted. He’s got an in with Quackity, at least 
somewhat. Quackity didn’t tell him to never return which is practically an invitation with 


him. Wilbur needs to get some sleep because tomorrow’s a big day. 


He’s got some TNT to hide. 
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Quackity dreamed about explosions. Massive fireballs bursting forth, knocking him back 
onto concrete, burning his face, his hands, sucking the oxygen right out of his lungs, leaving 
him dizzy and bleeding and burned on the floor. Sometimes when he closed his eyes, he 
could still see the explosion that had destroyed L’ Manburg. 


It didn’t bother him like it used to, it couldn’t; not with the level of familiarity he had with 
TNT. Eventually, he had just become numb to what had once given him nightmares. 


The dream he had could have been a warning. 


He was back in L’Manburg, on the roof of the original community house. Wilbur was 
standing beside him, but not the Wilbur Quackity had recently come to know. It was the 
Wilbur he’d known back in Pogtopia, and there was pure madness in his eyes the Wilbur only 
occasionally let show. He turned to Quackity, and the madness softened just a bit as he 
reached out, his hand soft against Quackity’s cheek. There were tears running down Wilbur’s 
cheeks, and he leaned in, whispering: “I’m sorry,” 


And then L’Manburg blew up. 


It was always startling, how fast it was. One second it was there, Quackity was standing on 
solid ground, inches from Wilbur. The next moment he was being thrown violently into the 
air, feeling his skin burning, the building he was standing on turning into rubble. He slammed 
into the ground, he felt something in his ribs crack, and he struggled to inhale. There was 
only smoke, great clouds of it in the air, so thick he could hardly see in front of him. 


Quackity struggled to breathe, rising to his hands and knees, crawling through the rubble. 
“Wi- Wilbur!” He choked, searching desperately through the ruins of L’Manburg for the man. 
He knew how this story ended, he needed to find Wilbur before what he knew happened next 
would occur, leaving Quackity with nothing but a corpse to love. “Wilbur!” He shouted 
desperately over the sounds of screams and fire’s consuming everything left standing. 


He found a body dressed in Wilbur’s clothes face down in the rubble and he turned it over. It 
was Sapnap. There was a horrible gash on his temple that was bleeding viciously, and he was 
unconscious. Quackity pressed trembling fingers to Sapnap’s neck, frantically searching for a 
pulse. He found none. 


Next was Karl’s body. Then Tubbo’s. Slimecicle. Tommy. Jschlatt’s was a surprise, and even 
more of a surprise how Quackity cried. How he mourned, unending grief pouring out of him 
in the form of tears over each body he discovered. He didn’t even bother checking for a 
heartbeat, he knew with a cold certainty that all of them were dead. That he was the only one 
left. 


He woke up, and the body he was cradling wasn’t cold and dead, it was warm and most 
certainly alive. Wilbur. Quackity blinked sleepily, smiling slightly at the sight before him. 
Wilbur, shirtless, was curled up on his side, snuggled up to the warmth of Quackity’s body, 
his head on Quackity’s chest. 


This was a new development, Wilbur sleeping over. It sounded almost childish. Quackity 
hadn’t decided yet whether it was a good idea or not, but he let it happen anyway. Waking up 
beside someone wasn’t a happiness Quackity had allowed himself to experience in a really 
long time. He gently combed his fingers through Wilbur’s mussed hair, noting the content 
sigh that slipped through the sleeping man’s lips. 


After a moment, he gently disentangled himself from Wilbur, already missing the warmth of 
their shared bed. Unfortunately, Wilbur was a hobby that had been detracting away from his 

other duties in Las Nevadas, and he was woefully behind. Just looking at the stacks of paper 
on his desk made him want to pack up and quit. 


Quackity wasn’t stupid, he may let Wilbur stay with him, but he still kept him on a tight 
leash. He wasn’t really on house arrest, exactly, but if he left the house he was escorted 
everywhere. Wilbur had argued about this at first, but Quackity had been very clear that those 
were the terms if Wilbur was going to stay. Wilbur had agreed, under the condition that this 
only applied within Las Nevadas, and outside he was allowed to go where he liked without 
supervision. Quackity had agreed, albeit grumpily. 


“You have trust issues,’ Wilbur had grumbled, crossing his arms. 
“You’re untrustworthy, dipshit.’ Quackity replied, rolling his eyes. 
‘Don’t insult me if you want to fuck me later.’ 


‘But I thought you got off on being degraded.’ Quackity had teased, and after a moment, a 
smile had tugged on the corner of Wilbur’s lips. 


Quackity entered his office, three blocks over from his penthouse, flicking on the lights, 
groaning at the paperwork that had seemingly doubled overnight. He sat down in his chair, 
rolling his neck, picking up his pen. It was going to be a long day signing papers. He scanned 
the first one, an unnecessarily overwordy thing full of construction jargon about building a 
restaurant for one of the major casinos in the area. He hurriedly scribbled out his signature, 
making space on his desk for a ‘finished’ pile. Sighing, he picked up the next document and 
began to read. 


It was midday when someone knocked on his office. He could tell by the knock that it was 
Slimecicle, and Quackity had told him to only bother him if it was important, so he better 
take this. Charlie opened the door, his usually perky face clouded by worry. “Quackity from 
Las Nevadas, you need to come, quickly.” He said. 


Quackity, concerned but not really scared, set down his pen and followed Charlie. He was 
lead out of his office, through the streets. It was unusually quiet today, stifling hot out, and 
there was a weird energy in the air. Charlie lead him to one of the main strip clubs, a nice 
enough place, under construction, but it wasn’t important enough to really warrant a personal 
visit. The anxiety in Quackity’s stomach grew. 


“One of the builders’s found this buried under the floorboards...” Charlie said, gesturing. 
Quackity’s heart dropped through his shoes, seeing what Charlie was gesturing at. 


A stack of TNT. 


He sunk to his knees, his hands covering his mouth, stifling a cry. So. Wilbur hadn’t really 
changed after all. Quackity recognizes this tnt, this layout. It's all so unmistakably Wilbur. He 
had kissed Quackity softly, told him a thousand sweet promises, touched him so gently that 
Quackity, against his instincts, had begun to believe him. That despite everything: his self- 
hatred from Jschlatt, his fear from Technoblade, his history with Sapnap and Karl, he had 
begun to believe that he could still be loved. 


But that had just been a lie. Wilbur was the same conniving bastard he’d always been, and his 
motives had never changed. He’d played Quackity like a fiddle, so convincingly that 
Quackity hadn’t even noticed, despite all of his “trust issues”. God, was that just an example 
of his manipulation? Making Quackity second-guess and doubt all of the suspicious things 
he’d notice Wilbur do? 


Had he really been so naive to think Wilbur had changed? People like Wilbur don’t change, 
they can only grow more devious in hiding their wrongdoings. Wilbur was like a wildfire: all- 
consuming, unpredictable, and dangerous. Quackity had let himself get caught up in his 
deadly allure. 


He’d sworn he’d never be stupid enough to trust someone again, and he’d forgotten that 
promise. Now he was paying the price. Grief hardened into fury quick enough. Quackity 
couldn’t believe he’d been such a fool. This needed to be fixed, immediately. The TNT 
would be removed and Wilbur was going straight back to limbo faster than he could give a 
fake apology. 


He rose to his feet, a little wobblier than he would have liked, and wiped away the tears he 
hadn’t even noticed fall. Time to stop beating himself up and go fix the fucking issue. He 
turned to Charlie who was nervously biting his lip. “Inform the construction workers to 
remove all the TNT in this building. And then inform the city managers that we are going to 
need to do a city-wide sweep for more TNT, which needs to be removed immediately. Empty 
the bank, contact the investors, do whatever you have to. I want it gone within the week.” He 
said, his voice cold. 


“Yes, Quackity from Las Nevadas,” Charlie said, still sounding worried. He paused, then 
asked: “Is it going to be okay?” 


Quackity exhaled, feeling the weight of everything on his shoulders. He squeezed Charlie’s 
shoulder comfortingly. “Yes, Charlie. I’1l make sure that it is.” 


He felt the fury boiling over as he headed back to his penthouse, and back to Wilbur. He felt 
ready to kill, ready to feel blood sliding over his skin. Trying to blow up Las Nevadas? Who 
the fuck did Wilbur think he was? There was going to be hell to pay. 


Wilbur was lounging in bed, bedsheets twisted around his bed as he languidly paged through 
some book on civil war. He looked up as Quackity entered, smiling rakishly. Quackity could 
barely contain his unending rage, but contain it he did. He wanted to personally arrest Wilbur, 
but that would mean being crafty: he couldn’t beat Wilbur in a one-on-one fight; Wilbur was 
much larger and stronger. 


So he forced his scowl into something more neutral, watching carefully as Wilbur set down 
his book. “You’re back early.” He said, yawning. “I thought you’d be out all day. With work, 
and all that.” 


Quackity quickly finalized the plan that had begun to formulate on his angry walk over, 
beginning to undo his tie, biting his lip just a bit. This would allow him some more hands-on 
revenge before Wilbur was locked away for good. “I rescheduled my meetings; I’m free for 
the next hour.” The tie fell to the floor, a clear invitation. 


“Oh?” Wilbur said, his tone changed. His interest was piqued, and Quackity could feel the 
hungry gaze on him. 


“Yeah,” Quackity replied, undoing the buttons on his dress shirt. Wilbur watched him silently 
as the dress shirt followed the tie to the floor. Quackity bit the inside of his cheek as he 
unzipped his pants. It was taking everything in him to make this seem natural and flirty, and 
not like he actually wanted to cut off Wilbur’s dick with a blunt knife and feed it to him. 


He left on his boxers, after all, he wasn’t actually gonna have sex with Wilbur, he just had to 
make him think it. God, he was a sick motherfucker. He tried to really read Wilbur’s face as 
he crawled onto the bed, see if there was any guilt or anything. But no, he was entirely caught 
up in the moment, clearly the only thing he was thinking about was his dick. He would lie to 
Quackity and then fuck him without any remorse at all. He wanted to wrap his hands around 
Wilbur’s throat and squeeze. 


And, because that’s the kind of thing Wilbur would find hot anyway, he did it. Straddling the 
other man’s hips, he reached forward and wrapped his hand around Wil’s neck, tightening his 
grip beyond anything he had before. Wilbur’s grin slowly faded, and it wasn’t long, before 
his hand flew up to Quackity’s, desperately yanking at them. Quackity released him with a 
sweet smile, practically daring Wilbur to question him. 


He fished his tie off the floor and gathered Wilbur’s wrists, tying them up efficiently and 
tightly. “Keep these,” He growled in Wilbur’s ear, “above your head.” Any and all resistance 
Wilbur had faded, the only thing left in his gaze submission. Quackity could see the tent in 
his trousers, he wanted this. Once his hands were securely tied up, Quackity got his knees 
firmly on his chest, pinning him down. Wilbur might have been considerably larger, but now 
he was in no position to fight back. 


Quackity grinned, and now he wasn’t holding back any of the manic fury in his eyes. He 
leaned in, his lips barely brushing against Wilbur’s, and whispered into his mouth. “I know 
about the TNT, you fucking prick.” 


He got to see Wilbur’s reaction up close and personal. He didn’t know what he was hoping 
for: remorse, shame, an apology perhaps, but he got none of it. Wilbur froze for a split second 
before his face split into a wide grin and he had the gall to chuckle with amusement. 
Quackity’s fist flashed through the air and he punched Wilbur square in the jaw. 


It was a bit reminiscent of the first time they’d slept together, but more importantly, it made 
Wilbur shut his stupid fucking mouth. Quackity did it again, relishing the way his head 
snapped back, his eyes filled with pain, the groan slipping through his lips. He wanted Wilbur 
to feel pain, some modicum of the pain he’d caused Quackity. 


Wilbur finally looked at him, a grin still curling across his stupid fucking face. “So, you 
finally figured that you, Quackity? Wondered how long it would take. You have shit security, 
by the way. The TNT has been there for months.” 


Quackity kept his face apathetic. ““What the fuck? Why would you try and blow up Las 
Nevadas if you were also gonna try and get in my pants?” 


Wilbur shrugged. “A good plan has many parts, Quackity. I needed to ensure that I had a 
backup in case anything went sideways.” 


“Well, you fucked up. Now the TNT is going to be removed, and I’m sending you straight 
back to hell. Pretty shit plan, Wilbur.” Quackity growled. He wanted a reaction, he wanted to 
see fear or anger on Wilbur’s face, not just the easy smile that made it seem like everything 
was still going his way. 


“Were you listening, Quackity?” Wilbur said, still not fazed. “It’s not a good plan if there 
isn’t a backup. You can’t kill me, not if you want your fiancees to live.” 


Quackity’s heart missed a beat. ““What are you saying?” He snarled. 


“T’m saying, Las Nevadas isn’t the only city I hid TNT in.” Wilbur’s grin turned something 
feral, his eyes flashing with the madness Quackity remembered from Pogtopia. “It’s under 
Kinoko Kingdom too.” 


Quackity’s brain whited out. His first reaction was fear: every instinct telling him he needed 
to get there, warn them, save his fiancees. Their lives were in danger, Kinoko Kingdom was 
in danger. His second reaction was a vicious sort of triumph, that Kinoko Kingdom could 
blow up and he was the only one that could save it. 


Wilbur had seen the first reaction, that much was clear. Smugly, he said: “So you do still care 
about them. Interesting.” He cocked his head. Quackity had only just noticed the blood on his 
face, the bruise blooming on his jaw. Wilbur looked disheveled, deranged. “I was worried, 
before Sapnap’s visit, that you might have become... more apathetic towards them. But your 
reaction after his visit was perfect, confirmed what I had hoped: that even after they 
abandoned you, you still cared about them.” 


“Sapnap’s visit...” Quackity repeated, his mind struggling to catch up. 
“Well, I was the one who told him to come,” Wilbur said. 


“What?” Quackity breathed, still not comprehending the breadth of the lies and delicate 
scenarios Wilbur had woven together. 


“T wrote him a letter. Well, you did. Inviting him to Las Nevadas. I made sure I was there, of 
course. Couldn’t have you two getting back together, not when things were actually starting 
to happen between the two of us.” Wilbur smiled, warm blood sliding down his face. 


“Tt was perfect.” He continued. “You might have had a productive conversation, of course, 
figured out some miscommunications and all that, but he was just furious to find out that 
you’d gotten with me in his absence. And of course, you’ve never been very good at working 
through your emotions. It didn’t take much, just a few nudges in the right direction before 
you were doing what you had sworn you wouldn’t and falling into my outstretched arms.” 


“You’re a bastard,” Quackity said hollowly. 


“And you’re easier to manipulate than I thought,” Wilbur said. Quackity punched him again, 
and Wilbur groaned in pain, but the smile still didn’t fade. 


He had been right all along, thinking he couldn’t trust Wilbur. He’d blundered right into the 
little trap Wilbur had set for him. Despite being screwed over continuously by the men he’d 
been with, despite knowing that Wilbur was a rat-bastard, he’d fallen for him anyway, and 
now he was paying the price. Like a fucking idiot. 


“Thanks for telling me about the TNT under Kinoko Kingdom, Wilbur.” It was Quackity’s 
turn to smile, leaning down to emphasize his power over Wilbur. “But that doesn’t change the 
fact I’m going to fucking kill you.” He pulled the knife from his dresser, holding the keen 
edge to Wilbur’s throat. 


“At ta ta!” Wilbur tsked, still not looking all too concerned as Quackity pressed it hard into 

his jugular. If he cut deep enough, Wilbur could die. “Here’s the thing about the TNT under 
Kinoko Kingdom though. It’s a bit different. It’s set to go off every few weeks, and the only 
way you can push back the time is when you know the codes. I make it a trip, go to Kinoko 
Kingdom every month or so and save it from a Doomsday.” 


“When’s it going off, Wilbur?” Quackity hissed. 


“The day after tomorrow,” Wilbur smirked. Quackity let the knife press into Wilbur’s skin 
just enough for it to break skin. Deeper, and he would cut the vein. 


“The codes, Wilbur.” He commanded. 
“And why would I tell you that, Q?” Wilbur said. 


“Because if you don’t, I'll fucking kill you, Wilbur. I don’t have any reservations about 
ending your miserable little life, you despicable fuck.” He growled, meaning every word. 


“But if you do, that means your fiancees lives too,” Wilbur replied. “Are you sure that’s a 
trade you’re willing to make?” He lifted his head, closing the distance between them and 
kissing Quackity on the lips. Quackity reared back in disgust, pressing the knife into Wilbur’s 
neck a little harder for emphasis. “Because I’m not sure it is.” 


“T can’t believe I ever trusted you.” Quackity sneered. “But I guess lying is just in your 
nature.” 


“Oh, I am indubitably a liar.” Wilbur agreed. “But I didn’t lie about everything. Not about 
how I felt.” The smile the graced his lips turned slightly more feral. “No, Q, that was 
genuine.” 


“Don’t give me that shit.” Said Quackity, rolling his eyes. “No need for deceit now, Wilbur, 
it’s not going to change anything.” 


“That wasn’t a lie.” Wilbur insisted. 

“Tf you actually loved me, why try and destroy what I care about?” Quackity demanded. 
“Oh, come off it, Quackity. You don’t actually love Las Nevadas.” 

“You don’t know that.” 


“You don’t!” Wilbur said. “You love the power Las Nevadas brings you. Not the city itself. 
You love Las Nevadas in the same way Schlatt loved L’Manburg.” 


Quackity hit Wilbur again, watched his head snap back, watched as he spit out a bit of blood 
in his mouth. “Liar.” He hissed. 


“T’m not lying. The thing you have to realize, Quackity, is that you don’t need Las Nevadas 
to be powerful. You never have. I’ve known you since the early L’manburg days; you’ve 
always had potential. Maybe building Las Nevadas has made you realize your power, but you 
don’t need it. It’s not the things we have that bring us power, it’s the people on our side. And 
how we control those people.” 


“Right now, Quackity, you’re like Schlatt. Single-mindedly in the pursuit of control, failing to 
see what’s right in front of you. Trying to control a city that might want you for now, but 
whose loyalty changes as quickly as the tides. When really, you already control so much. All 
you have to do is use those brains, those power.” 


“You and me, we get how people work. We know what they want, and we know how to 
control them. That’s what makes us strong. Not what we have, not materialistic things. It’s 
the stuff you can’t lose or change, the stuff that’s inside of us. Quackity, you and I could be so 


good together. You’re already so powerful, Quackity. All you need is someone to guide you. 
Let me help you Quackity. We could do so many things, you and I.” Wilbur pleaded. 


Quackity allowed himself a moment to believe what Wilbur said. To imagine actually joining 
him, the power they would wield. Being on each other’s team for real, no lies. Working 
together to whatever ends they chose, eliminating anyone who stood in their way. Maybe 
marrying each other, ruling side by side. Expanding Las Nevadas and their territory until they 
controlled the whole SMP. 


But Quackity knew that he could never trust Wilbur. He would always be waiting for the 
knife in his back, always having to scheme to stay ahead of him. Wilbur would never truly 
accept a partner, he always needed to be ahead. Quackity didn’t want to fall victim to 
Wilbur’s plots again. He held the cards now, why give them up? 


“A charming idea, Soot. But I don’t have a policy of trusting liars.” 


Wilbur’s face went cold. “You’ll regret not having me. When the empire you build inevitably 
crumbles beneath your feet, you’ll come crawling back to me.” 


“Ts that a threat, Wilbur?” 


“It’s a promise.” He replied, looking so sure of himself, even busted and bleeding, held at 
knifepoint. “The invitation remains open, Quackity. You have two days before Kinoko 
Kingdom explodes, taking your fiancees with it.” He smiled, and there was nothing hidden 
anymore. There was just the raw, ugly truth. “Time to make a choice.” 
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Quackity hadn’t slept, not since Wilbur’s confession. The awful, red-tinged day had bled into 
a desperate and frantic night. Wilbur had been locked away, deep in a Las Nevadas 
maximum-security prison. And Quackity began making preparations. Wilbur had told him 
the TNT would detonate the day after tomorrow. More specifically, he’d dragged out the 
exact hour. 


He had begun with 40. 40 hours to fix it. 


He went to the Needle. He chain-smoked his way through an entire pack of cigarettes as he 
paced restlessly, trying to think. His thoughts were so fucking muddled, was the issue. He 
couldn’t deny that his initial instinct was to save them. But the problem was, he also wanted 
Kinoko Kingdom gone. He wanted revenge. He wanted his fiancees back. 


It seemed impossible. 36 hours left. 


He went to his office, called in Charlie, and threw a whole load of ‘hypotheticals’ at him. The 
problem was, Charlie was good, he was kind. He couldn’t understand the part of Quackity 
that wanted to watch everything burn. That wanted his fiancees to pay in blood for all the 
ways they’d hurt him. 


He was a villain. The bad guy. He’d tortured Dream, he’d exploded shit, he’d done bad 
things. He could do one more, he could watch that thing he was jealous of exploding and 
burning until there was nothing left. He’d blown shit up before, this was nothing new. 


He was hurt. The people that he thought would love him above all else had abandoned him. 
He’d been left alone struggling with a shitload of mental issues. They didn’t deserve his love. 
What they did deserve was a taste of their own medicine. 


Yet every time Quackity was filled with white-hot rage and certain he wanted to destroy 
Kinoko Kingdom, fuck his fiancees, they could live or die for all he cared, he was horrified. 


He had loved them. There was a time when he would have died for them without second 
thought. How far had he fallen, to practically enable their deaths? To know about it and do 
nothing? 


There seemed no way out of his self-imposed hell. 30 hours. 


Quackity walked to Wilbur’s shack outside Las Nevadas. His mind was still spinning useless, 
stuck between two inner poles: hatred and love. He knew what Karl would tell him if Karl 
had been an uninvolved bystander. He would tell Quackity to listen to his angels, not his 
demons. Karl had been so certain Quackity was a good person, and even now, Karl would 
believe he was capable of redemption. 


Quackity wasn’t so sure. 


Wilbur’s shack was useless. Nothing there, nothing in his god-fucking burger van either. 
Utterly unhelpful. No codes, no nothing. Was Wilbur lying? Quackity doubted it, somehow. 
He wasn’t the type for empty threats. If he said Kinoko Kingdom was going to explode 
tomorrow, then it would. 


24 hours. One day to figure it out. 


Another meeting with Charlie. Another pack of cigs, and he was tempted by the alcohol in 
his drawer. He even cracked it open, but the scent was enough to dissuade him. Now was not 
time for a panic attack. 


He fell asleep on his desk, cigarette still burning in his hand. 
15 hours. 


He was going to scream. He had no fucking clue what to do, no idea who to ask. There 
wasn’t anyone, there was just him. No else could be trusted. He just had to think it through. 
Make a pro and con list. 


‘Pros of letting my fiancees potentially die in an avoidable fiery death.’ 


Fuck this. He was a shitty person. Even if Sapnap and Karl had been his worst enemies, they 
didn’t deserve to die. And there were innocent civilians in Kinoko Kingdom that could die. 
He was horrible and selfish for even considering the possibility of letting this happen. 


12 hours. 


He took the rings out of the safe where he kept them stashed. Put them on his fingers, 
admiring the orange and purple stones in the half-darkness. The glinted faintly, a reminder of 
the promises they had made and broken. 


Bile rose in his throat, and he took them off. They weren’t fucking together anymore, and he 
didn’t owe them shit. 


If he hated them, wouldn’t he just get the rings entirely? Toss them out the window, let go of 
the metaphoric ties. 


The rings were put on a chain around his neck, tucked down the front of his shirt. 
8 hours. 


Quackity was a good person. He’d done bad things, made mistakes, but so did everyone. Just 
like he deserved a second chance, so did Karl and Sapnap. What had Sapnap said? Something 
about Karl being sick? They needed help, his help. He needed to go help them. 


He saddled up his horse. Left it in the stables. 
6 hours. 


They didn’t care. They had left him, they left him, they left him. He was the add-on, the side 
piece. He was expendable. Proven by the fact they had quite literally expended of him. He 
hated them. Worse than that. Thinking about them felt like his insides were being ripped up 
with broken glass. He had grieved them, he had hated them, he had cried. And now he had 
moved on. He didn’t owe them anything. 


5 hours. 
He hated them. 
He loved them. 


He wanted Kinoko Kingdom gone, he wanted revenge. He wanted to blow it up himself, 
watch it explode at his own hand. 


He wanted Karl and Sapnap back. 


And finally, eureka. 
4 hours. 


Quackity called Charlie to his office. The ride to Kinoko Kingdom was slightly over three 
hours, and they needed to get there in time. Charlie seemed a bit confused by the plan, but he 
agreed. Quackity alerted the city officials to have workers bring clothes, food, supplies, 
medecine. The city would never be evacuated in time, and those remaining would need 
assistance. 


Grimly, Quackity mounted his horse. Charlie and he were going to ride ahead of the workers. 
They had to warn everyone. 


3 hours. 


Quackity refused to let his resolve waver. He pulled out the rings around his neck, staring at 
them. 


He rode faster towards Kinoko Kingdom. 


2 hours. 
His legs ached, he hadn’t ridden so long and far in a while. He ignored the unpleasantness. 
1 hour. 


A red smudge appeared on the horizon. Quackity was spurred on, he was so close. He had to 
get there in time if he wanted to succeed. 


The tears in his eyes were only from the dust being kicked up. 


30 minutes. 


Quackity arrived at the gates. He and Slimecicle had parted ways half an hour before. 
Quackity’s approach much have been visible from the gates, because Karl and Sapnap were 
waiting for him. 


His breath caught his throat. He knew he should be yelling right now, warning them, getting 
them as far away from here as possible. But he’d forgotten how beautiful they were. 


He’d forgotten the stubborn expression Sapnap would make, the way his nose would wrinkle 
when he made it. He’d forgotten how unruly, how adorable Karl’s messy hair was. He’d 
forgotten how muscled Sapnap was. Quackity could sense the strength in his body, even 
underneath the hoodie. He’d forgotten that look Karl would give him, like Quackity lit up his 
world. Like Quackity was the most wonderful thing Karl had seen all day. 


“Sap-” Was all he managed before he heard a laugh. 


It made the hairs on his neck stand up with its familiarity. He turned slowly on his heel, as if 
he could delay the inevitable. Standing there, brown and white hair blowing softly in the 
wind, was Wilbur. Quackity’s heart missed a beat. 


“So you tried to come and warn them after all. I wondered, really.” He smirked. “Seems like 
you’re a better person than I expected, Quackity from Las Nevadas.” 


“No!” Quackity cried. “Karl, Sapnap! We need to go-” He ran towards them. He saw 
Sapnaps’ eyes widen, Karl start toward him. 


And then Kinoko Kingdom blew itself apart. 


Wilbur had given him the hour, true. He hadn’t lied. Quackity had thought he’d have a bit 
more time to get them away, to evacuate the city, save the citizens. 


He did not. 


Everything slowed down. It was like an old memory. It was something that had already 
happened in his mind. Same event, different city. The bright orange fireball burnt his eyes, 
and Quackity was hurled back at the force of the explosion. 


In just a moment, it was over, but Quackity lay dazed in the rubble, unable to move, ringing 
in his ears and tears sliding down his ash-stained cheeks. He could hear the faint sounds of 
screams, he was distantly aware that he was bleeding, badly, but his brain was moving too 
sluggishly to be able to tell where. All he felt was a horrible fear. He needed to know Karl 
and Sapnap were alright. 


They needed to be alright. 


He’d spent so long hating and resenting them, blaming them for his problems. He’d cried 
over them, he’d felt like they’d abandoned him. He’d tried so hard to turn that hurt into 
apathy, so long trying to forget how happy they made him feel. 


He’d finally decided to try and love them again. But was he too late? Had he just been a few 
minutes too slow? Were they dead because of his selfishness? 


It took all the determination he had to sit up, to crawl through the rubble and ash, coughing 
and bleeding, to try and find them. He found Sapnap first. Relief surged through him as he 
saw Sapnap moving, and he rushed towards. “Sap-” He coughed. “Oh god, you’re alright, 
thank you, thank you, thank you.” He buried his head in Sapnap’s chest. 


Sapnap grabbed him roughly, eyes desperate. “Karl?” He rasped. “Karl?” 
Quackity shook his head. “Don’t know.” Wincing, Sapnap sat up. 


They searched through the rubble together. Quackity tried to assess Sapnap’s current levels of 
anger, but the only thing his fiance seemed focused on was finding Karl. Quackity couldn’t 
blame him, he was desperate too. He would never forgive himself if he- 


“Here!” Sapnap cried, his voice still hoarse. Quackity rushed over. His heart dropped at what 
he saw. Karl was pinned beneath a giant chunk of concrete. He wasn’t moving, Quackity 
didn’t know if he was alive or dead. It just seemed to be his legs, but what if- 


He rushed to Sapnap’s side, and they worked together to heave the stone off of Karl. When it 
was finally moved, Quackity dropped anxiously at his side, placing his head on Karl’s chest, 
listening desperately for a heartbeat. After a panic-filled moment, he found one and began to 
cry with relief, whispering “He’s alive, he’s alive, he’s alive,” to himself almost like a prayer. 


“We need to get him out of here,” Quackity said to Sapnap. 
“What about the citizens?” Sapnap croaked. 


“There’s help coming. From Las Nevadas.” Quackity replied. Sapnap looked at him 
strangely. “I figured out- um, a few hours ago, that Wilbur was coming to blow up Las 
Nevadas. I tried to stop him-” He was overcome by a bout of coughing. 


He saw Sapnap’s jaw tighten, then release, his face working through a whole mess of 
emotions before settling on something positive. “What’s important is that you’re here now. 
And you helped me save Karl.” 


“T would never let anything happen to him,” Quackity said, although it felt a bit like a lie. He 
was here now though, wasn’t he? 


They limped out of the ruins of Kinoko Kingdom, carrying Karl between them. The 
camaraderie felt a bit strange, but there was a familiarity there too. Quackity and Sap were 
fiancees just as much as Quackity and Karl were, after all. 


They made it out of the city, the air finally clearing. Quackity told himself he couldn’t help 
the wave of satisfaction at seeing the ruins of Kinoko Kingdom laid out before them. It was 
natural. He still felt guilty about it, though. 


His primary concern was still Karl, though. He was alive, but he still hadn’t stirred, and one, 
if not both legs were broken. He felt himself begin to cry despite trying not to. It was the utter 
relief that they were alive, the guilt threatening to overwhelm him, the desperation of his last 
two days. 


It came as a surprise when Sapnap’s arms wound tentatively around him, cradling Quackity 
into his broad chest. Despite his fears, the guilt, the desperation, he allowed a tiny amount of 
hope for them to blossom in his chest. 
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Quackity was on the Needle again, but this time he wasn’t alone. He and Sapnap seemed to 
be at an impasse, unsure what to do with each other. Karl was being treated by the best 
doctors at Las Nevadas, and they assured him that Karl would be okay. They were still 
waiting for him to wake up. So now it was just them, the two who’d been brought together by 
Karl’s love. 


Sapnap was watching Quackity pace and smoke with increasing concern. Quackity couldn’t 
seem to sit down, he was filled with nervous energy. “Can you stop pacing?” Sapnap 
snapped, aggravated. Quackity froze at the harsh words. “Sorry. That came out... mean. But 
still, you’re stressing me out, man.” 


“Sorry,” Quackity muttered, sitting down beside Sapnap, a healthy distance away. Weirdly, he 
kept thinking of that time, just a week ago, where he’d slept with Wilbur up here. The first 
time where he’d had ‘normal’ sex. Sex that was love and not pain. Now was not the time to 
think about that. Wilbur was locked away for his crimes, and it was a different man Quackity 
had loved sitting here instead. 


They sat in awkward silence, and Quackity couldn’t help noticing all the little ways he’d 
changed. His hair was longer, more of a mullet, less pokey. His classic bandana was looking a 
little worse for the wear; it looked like it hadn’t been washed in a while. Most noticeable, 
however, were the changes to his demeanor. The tick he had of fidgeting with his fingers was 
more pronounced, the lines on his face were more defined, and he had a certain, sadder look 
to him. Like all he’d lived through had finally caught up to him. 


“Can you... explain?” Sapnap said after a long moment. 
“Explain what, exactly?” 


Sapnap gestured vaguely out before them, at Las Nevadas. “Everything. From your 
perspective, since you created this. I don’t think I was fair to you, when I visited. I kept 
thinking, afterwards, how you said we had abandoned you. Prime, I couldn’t get your face 
out of my head. The fury. Like you hated us. I just... I want to understand.” 


“T don’t know what you want me to say.”” Said Quackity hollowly. “I mean, I made all this for 
you. Us. For our marriage. And then I found out from George,” He laughed bitterly, “That 
you’d moved on, and made Kinoko Kingdom.” 


“That’s not-” Protested Sapnap. 


“Are going to let me finish?” Asked Quackity, aggravated. Sapnap looked suitably chagrined. 
“T didn’t know what to feel. Betrayed. Angry, I guess. But mostly hurt, and left out. You 
guys, the people that were supposed to love and cherish me, instead just... forgot. For a while 
I continued on, building Las Nevadas. But I was miserable. I spent most of my nights up 
here, on the Needle. A few times I... I thought about jumping off.” 


Sapnap looked at him with wide eyes. He jerked a bit, like he wanted to reach out and hold 
Quackity’s hand but didn’t know if he was allowed. “And then Wilbur started showing up.” 
Quackity continued. “He was a ... welcome distraction from my thoughts. And he was 
surprisingly kind and caring. Y’know, for a guy who’s always blowing things up. Started to 
make me think that he really cared about me. He did help, I guess. Didn’t think about ending 
it as often, at least.” 


“But then I found out what he’d done. I found the TNT he’d hidden under Las Nevadas and 
confronted him about it. And then he told me he had put it under Kinoko too. I couldn’t 
believe him. I tried to stop him, tried to warn you guys, but, well. You know what happened. I 
just... can’t believe I was stupid enough to go and get manipulated again. Get my heart 
broken again. I’ve lost... everyone I’ve ever loved.” Quackity felt tears building in his eyes 
and he let them come, blurring his vision and dripping down his face and to the gleaming 
streets below. Sapnap had always been more easily swayed with tears. 


Sapnap was silent for a moment, making sure Quackity was done speaking before he said 
anything. “I don’t think sorry can cover this, Q. I had- I had no idea. We just started Kinoko 
and waited for you to come by, and after a while, when you didn’t, we got worried. We 
searched. When George told us you knew about Kinoko, we figured you hadn’t wanted to 
come back. That you were done with us, for some reason. We didn’t want to push you- I 
don’t know, it seems stupid now. But with Karl and his amnesia-” 


“His what?” Quackity asked, something tightening in his gut. He remembered Sapnap saying 
that time he visited that ‘Karl wasn’t doing so well’. Is this what he meant? Had Karl 
forgotten about him due to something outside his control? 


“He has memory problems. I dunno, it started off kinda innocent. Like he would forget little 
things, like dates or where he left things. Then he would forget whole chunks. He forgot 


where we were, important events like the explosion at L’Manburg. Sometimes he couldn’t 
even remember what we did that day, what his birthday was. Then...” Sapnap exhaled 
shakily. “Then he started forgetting me.” 


Quackity didn’t know what to say. He had had no idea, and at least it kind of explained part 
of the reason why they had forgotten about him. He knew he was still justified in his anger, 
but this, admittedly, soothed it. In fact, it brought up feelings of worry and concern for both 
Karl and Sapnap he hadn’t been entirely sure he was still capable of. “I’m sorry. We have a 
lot of resources at Las Nevadas. Anything that can be done for Karl will.” It was true, but it 
didn’t feel like enough. 


He still loved them. Well, he thought. He wasn’t sure, wasn’t sure if he even knew what love 
felt like, anymore. He’d been through so many types: the demanding, toxic love Schlatt had 
that made him give every piece of himself even though it was never enough, the gentle, 
almost fragile love of Karl and Sapnap where it was sweet but they never talked about the 
important things, too scared of causing more pain, the all-consuming passion and surprising 
softness of Wilbur’s that made him grow into his dark side as much as his good. He wasn’t 
sure which was real. Maybe none of them were. 


But he did know the people that had made him happy. Karl and Sapnap had. (Wilbur had.) 
And maybe, if they were able to actually talk, if Karl and Sapnap weren’t so afraid of 
breaking Quackity, and Quackity wasn’t so worried about expressing his emotions, they’d 
actually get somewhere. Maybe this... could work after all. 


He wasn’t in the business of putting his heart in a position where it could be broken, but if he 
was in control of everything, of them, then perhaps their relationship could blossom again. 
He had to make sure he wasn’t the one taking the fall if anything went wrong. They always 
needed to be one step deeper than him, making it easier for him to step out. But didn’t they 
owe it to him, after everything they’d done to him? 


Sapnap suddenly seized his hand. “I wish you had been there. I know- I know it’s kinda my 
fault that you weren’t, but things would have been so much better if you had been there with 
me. I missed you so much, Quackity.” 


“Didn’t I just tell you, Sapnap, that the latest in a long line of lovers betrayed me? I’m not 
really in a space to start blindly trusting again.” Quackity said, but he didn’t remove his hand 
from Sapnap’s grip, either. 


“You don’t need to blindly trust me. I'll prove to you that you can. In little and big ways, 
every day, Quackity. I swear I can be the person I promised to you I’d be.” Sapnap said 
fiercely. 


Checkmate, thought Quackity, smiling down at their entwined fingers. He’d got Sapnap back, 
then. Karl would be laughably easy, for sure. Especially with the memory problems. He had 
always been too quick to trust. There was only one more ex-lover to talk to tonight. 


ae aa 


Wilbur woke up in a cold sweat. It was dark, he was on a cold floor. He was back at the train 
station, oh god. He was back, he was trapped, he was trapped. His breath quickened, he 
hastily rose to his feet. “Hello?” He called into the darkness. “HELLO?” No reply. God, 
where was he? It was dark, it was so dark, he was going mad. 


He dug his fingernails into his arm, dragging them across his skin. Again, again. Pain welled 
where his fingers had been. He was alive then, good. Then where, where? 


He tried to order the fragmented memories. Tommy- There was Tommy, there was Ranboo! 
A burger van, his burger van. Next to Las Nevadas and Quackity. There, that was it. 
Quackity. Quackity had found the TNT under Las Nevadas, and locked him up. He was in 
Las Nevadas. Or under it, rather. 


His breathing steadied a bit with the realization. He scratched his arm again, to pull his brain 
into focus. He needed to get a grip. It was true that he had trouble with tight spaces now, 
claustrophobia and all that, since the train station. But he had always had mastery over his 
mind. This was a mind-over-matter situation. “Get ahold of yourself, Wil.”’ He muttered. 
Hearing his own voice helped clear his thoughts. 


“How long has it been?” He wondered out loud. After Quackity had left him here, he hadn’t 
seen anyone. No one had come to bring food or water, and without light, it was impossible to 
tell how much time had passed. Judging by how parched his throat was and the tight hunger 
in his stomach, it had at least been over a day. Maybe two? He wasn’t sure. At least at the 
train station- 


No, he couldn’t think of the train station now. That would make him panic, and he needed to 
stay in control. Remember the plan, the plan. His stay in this prison would only be temporary. 
Soon enough, Quackity would visit him, or someone would come to bring him supplies. 
Quackity wouldn’t let him die cold, hungry, and alone. Would he? 


He had a pack of cards in his pocket, but it was too dark to play solitaire. Still, he sat and 
pulled out his deck and began to shuffle. The movements were calming, and not as self- 
destructive as stretching his arms into oblivion. 


He split the deck, began to shuffle. He sang softly to himself; the L- Manburg anthem. It 
reminded him of a simpler time. 


‘I heard there was a special place 

Where men could go and emancipate 
The tyranny and brutality of their rulers 
Well that place is real, you needn’t fret 
Tommy, Wilbur, Tubbo, fuck Eret 

A very big and not blown up L’Manburg 
My L’Manburg, my L’manburg’ 


The chords echoed down the empty hallway and back to him, making him smile. He wished 
he had his guitar, so he could play as he sang. He had shuffled the deck three times, four to 
go. Or he might just keep shuffling, seeing as he couldn’t even play once he was done. He 


was on his sixth shuffle when he heard footsteps. Quickly he put the cards away, he didn’t 
want them taken away. Even if he couldn’t play anything with them, they were a comfort. 


The footsteps were the man himself, Big Q. Wilbur was glad. There was no need to beg and 
grovel with a meeting with him, then. He’d been given answers of what’s occurred, he’d 
know where he stood. “Hello again,” Said Wilbur. “Have you missed me?” Quackity didn’t 
dignify that with a response. His face was carefully neutral, the kind of expression where 
Wilbur knew he was controlling everything that he was feeling. It was a practiced disinterest, 
one Wilbur could read through instantly. “Oh Quackity, I’d almost thought you’d forgotten 
about me.” 


“Hard to forget you when just three days ago you revealed your plan to kill my fiancees,” 
Quackity said. Well, there was some information right there. 


“Oh!” Replied Wilbur, his voice sounding a little shrill, even to his own ears. “It’s been three 
days? Hard to tell, without any light, any food, any water.” He saw Quackity wince despite 
himself, placing the tray of food he’d brought down and sliding it under the gap of the bars 
and into Wilbur’s cell. 


Wilbur eyed it warily. “Is it poisoned?” He didn’t think Quackity was the type, but Wilbur 
had suffered through his fair share of poison attempts. 


“No 99 


“How kind of you.” Wilbur laughed, and he had to admit his voice sounded just a bit 
deranged. Despite every instinct screaming to reach for the food, the cramping the hunger in 
his belly, he didn’t. Refused to give Quackity the satisfaction. 


“Eat, Wilbur.” Quackity said, fiercely. Wilbur scowled at Quackity’s command but reached 
for the plate anyway. Wilbur prodded it, tentatively sniffing before finally bringing it to his 
lips and eating. Once the first bite slid down his throat, Wilbur wasted no time in devouring 
the rest. It was shit, honestly, but he was too hungry to care. It had been over three days since 
he’d eaten anything, if Quackity’s information was to be trusted. 


A minute of silence elapsed once Wilbur finished. “Why are you here,” Wilbur asked, not a 
question. 


“Kinoko Kingdom blew up yesterday, Wilbur. Don’t you want to hear what happened?” 
Quackity replied, twisting the rings that hung on a chain around his neck. Wilbur didn’t have 
to guess whose rings they were. 


“Well, since you so clearly want to tell me, why don’t you go ahead,” Wilbur replied, sitting 
down, drawing his knees to his chest. He wanted to pretend that he was still ahead, still in 
control, but he felt like he was spiraling like he had in Pogtopia. His reaction when things got 
out of his control was to destroy them and escape, but there was nowhere to escape to. He 
was stuck here, nowhere to go. 


If Kinoko Kingdom was truly gone, then so was Wilbur’s leverage. He didn’t think Quackity 
would really kill him, keeping him here was punishment enough, right? Wilbur hoped so. He 


had a few viable methods of escape here, but he didn’t think he would escape death again so 
easily. 


“After you revealed that Kinoko Kingdom was going to explode, I didn’t know what to do.” 
Quackity began. “I half-wanted it to blow up, wanted my fiancees to die with it. I half-wanted 
to save them, beg them to take me back. I didn’t know what to do. I wanted revenge, Kinoko 
Kingdom gone. And I wanted them back.” 


“Sounds like quite the conundrum.” Replied Wilbur, getting drawn in by Quackity’s words 
despite himself. 


“It was quite simple, actually,” Quackity said, a half-smile twisting his face, a hint of triumph 
in his eyes. With the horrific scar and the dubious lighting, he looked slightly terrifying. 
Slightly evil. “I got everything I wanted.” He leaned in, and Wilbur felt something like fear in 
his chest. “I have this assistant, Charlie? I imagine you know him?” 


“T do. He’s a bit of an odd fellow, I don’t really know why you keep him around.” Wilbur 
replied. His encounters with Charlie had been thus far of a mostly manipulative nature, and 
he had been naive enough that Wilbur had controlled his with ease. 


“Oh, he’s quite useful. One of his many talents is shapeshifting. He can make himself look 
like anyone,” He laughed, sudden and loud, and Wilbur started a bit. Quackity’s voice turned 
low and dangerous, and Wilbur found himself rapt. “Yesterday, hundreds of eyewitnesses saw 
you explode Kinoko Kingdom, saw me rescue my fiancees.” 


Wilbur’s breath caught in his throat. 


He laughed again, and this time the noise was chilling. “I SAVED Karl and Sapnap, and now 
I have them back! They’re here with me in Las Nevadas, a little worse for the wear, but 
alright! And all of the SMP is hunting for you, the awful person who exploded the Kinoko 
Kingdom and then mysteriously disappeared! I’m a hero, Wilbur, and you’re the villain that 
they all suspected you were.” 


“And it gets better, Wilbur, it does.” Quackity continued. “All surviving residents of Kinoko 
Kingdom are coming here, to Las Nevadas, where we’ll welcome them with open arms. Las 
Nevadas effectively doubles in size overnight, and Karl and Sap have an offshore account to 
help pay for all the expenses, with just a little extra to pay back all my debts! I’m 
undoubtedly the most powerful person on the entire server now, and you, who posed the most 
threat to me? Everyone hates you. There’s a bounty on your goddamn head!” 


“Everyone has been looking for a reason to think your the same person you used to be, and 
this proved it. You laid your own fucking trap, Wilbur Soot. You were the one who laid the 
TNT, after all. I just made everyone see what they wanted to see. And now you’re back, in 
their eyes, to no more than the scum of the Earth. And me? Everyone loves me now! I tried to 
save Kinoko Kingdom! I’m a hero! I won Wilbur.” He leaned in, so Wilbur could smell the 
smoke still hanging on his clothes and see the cold satisfaction in his eyes. “Face it, I just do 
villainy better than you.” 


Wilbur had to admit that he was surprised. He hadn’t suspected Quackity capable of such 
underhanded behavior. Clearly, underestimating him had been a mistake. He had been 
outplayed this round. Quackity had him outmanned and out-maneuvered. But that of course, 
was just for now. There was a fatal flaw in Quackity’s master plan, one that Wilbur was 
achingly familiar with. “The problem, Quackity,” He whispered, “Is that an empire built on 
lies has to come crumbling down eventually.” 


Quackity scowled. “You don’t know shit, Wilbur. Don’t act like you still have any power 
here. You most definitely fucking don’t. And you can’t manipulate me. I won’t fall for the 
same tricks twice.” 


Wilbur shrugged. “Devils hide behind redemption, but you can’t hide forever, Quackity.” He 
said. 


“The only one who knows it’s a lie is you, and you’re stuck here, Wilbur. It will be so fucking 
easy to lie, actually.” 


“Don’t forget that you hated me once before. You need me as much as I need you, you just 
won’t admit it yet. But you’ll come back eventually. You need me.” 


“And why, exactly, do I need you? I have my fiancees back. You were a distraction, but I 
have no use for that anymore.” Quackity snarled. 


“Because, Quackity, you and I? We’re inevitable. We’re like the two kings in a chess match. 
We’re always trying to destroy each other, but the game only plays when we’re both alive. 
You’re... incomplete without me. I’ve already told you, if we play on the same side we’d be 
unstoppable. I offered you the chance to join me, unite with me. You refused. One day, the 
time will come when you need my help. I just hope it’s not too late.” 


“That day, Wilbur? Not gonna fucking come. I’ve fucking won, I beat you, dumbass. This is 
it. This is the end. You’re going to spend the rest of your miserable days here while I enjoy 
the world I’ve built for myself.” He turned to leave. “And one day you’ll see that you should 
have never tried to challenge me.” 


Wilbur laughed softly. “Ill see you soon, Quackity.” He called to Quackity’s retreating 
figure. He smiled in the gloom. 


It seemed he'd created a monster worse than himself. 
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An Apology With No One To Hear It 


Chapter Summary 


Wilbur kept seeing similarities to the train station in things he shouldn’t have. The 
cracks in the walls, the staleness of the air, the mildew on the ground. He was hearing 
train announcements, seeing white fluorescent lights whenever he closed his eyes. He 
kept waking up in a cold sweat after having nightmares of being back there. 


He thought he was going mad, but madness was synonymous with the train station 
anyway. 


Chapter Notes 


CW: suicidal thoughts, self-destructive thoughts and behavior 
PLEASE take care of yourselves. Reading this shitty fanfic is not worth you having any 
problems y'all 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Wilbur hated monotony. Days slipping by like sand through his fingers, broken up by nothing 
to pass the time except the Slime arriving with his meals. Wilbur thrived on possibility, he 
liked dancing on the knife’s edge of danger, the ending unclear but in his favor. He loved 
tugging on strings, moving people like players on a chessboard, seeing how far he could 
control them, what he could get them to do. Honestly, his talents were wasted in this cell. 


More than that, however, he had to admit he was struggling. He kept seeing similarities to the 
train station in things he shouldn’t have. The cracks in the walls, the staleness of the air, the 
mildew on the ground. He was hearing train announcements, seeing white fluorescent lights 
whenever he closed his eyes. He kept waking up in a cold sweat after having nightmares of 
being back there. 


He thought he was going mad, but madness was synonymous with the train station anyway. 


Wilbur normally had an iron grip over his emotions. He firmly believed in the idea that his 
emotions should at all points be ruled by reason because emotions were what allowed him to 
manipulate others. If he allowed himself to be ruled by his emotions, he was as liable to 
manipulations as everyone else. 


Against his best efforts, he was slipping. His arms stung, covered in scratches of his own 
doing, trying to keep his mind in check by punishing his body. His throat was raw from 


talking and singing and screaming, all habits he’d picked up there. He knew he’d looked dead 
before, but it was worse now, with zero exposure to sunlight and his hair disheveled. He was 
perpetually hungry: the Slime fed him, but never enough to be fully sated. 


At first, he’d ignored Slimecicle completely, but now, every time he came (once a day, he’d 
drawn out of the man), Wilbur would talk to him, and receive hesitant, clipped answers in 
response. Still, he’d managed to glean that Quackity was not currently in Las Nevadas, he 
was away with Karl and Sapnap (oh, the white-hot jealousy that had burned through him at 
that). He’d also learned that Slimecicle was the only person other than Quackity that even 
knew he was down here. 


The torches were burning low, which meant Slimecicle was definitely on his way, since he 
replaced them every visit. Wilbur shifted eagerly in his cell. Slimecicle made for depressing 
company; he wouldn’t stop talking about Wilbur’s inevitable death, but he was better than 
nothing. And besides, Wilbur was confident that he could wear him down. Even if Slimecicle 
wouldn’t release him, perhaps Wilbur could trick him into giving him the key? He wasn’t 
sure exactly what, yet, but he knew Slimecicle had to be helpful in some regard. 


He heard squelching sounds in the hallway. Wilbur felt like a trained dog, moving 
instinctually away from the door of his cell so Slimecicle would slide the food in, but he did 
it anyway. He was hungry, damn him. 


The Slime, or Charlie, as he was sometimes called, moved into the lamplight. No matter how 
many times Wilbur saw his bright, child-like face, he still couldn’t picture him pretending to 
be Wilbur. Surely someone would have noticed the difference? Just because he could 
shapeshift, doesn’t mean that Charlie could ever exude the charisma, the charm, the persona 
of Wilbur. People noticed when Wilbur walked into a room, Slimecicle just disappeared into 
the crowd. 


“T have your food, Wilbur from The Train Station.” Charlie chirped. 


Wilbur gritted his teeth. “I thought I told you I didn’t like that.” Ugh, he’d forgotten the 
Slime’s annoying habit of reminding him about the train station. 


Charlie cocked his head. “Where are you from, then?” 


Wilbur hesitated, the words forming and dying on his tongue like dry sand. More softly than 
usual, he said: “L’Manburg.” L’Manburg was his, he was L’Manburg’s. 


“The crater?” Charlie asked innocently. 


“The nation,” Wilbur said, closing his eyes and picturing it glittering before him in all its 
glory. Blurry, but so real he felt like he could lean forward and touch it. 


“T am confused.” Charlie said, placing down the food and sliding it under the gap. It took all 
of Wilbur’s incredible self-control not to immediately shove it in his face. God, he was so 
hungry. “You spent more time in the train station than L’Manburg.” 


Wilbur froze. 


Cracked grey walls and a railway easier to imagine than his city. 


“T guess I did.” He muttered, digging his fingernails into the skin of his forearm, trying to 
ward off the ramifications of this realization in his mind. Blood and sharp pain welled under 
his fingers and he forced himself to relax, lean back, swallow down the bile in his throat. 


The Slime was studying his intently. “Are you okay, Wilbur from the Tr- L’Manburg?” 
“Why wouldn’t I be?” Wilbur snarled. 


Evidently, Charlie had not heard of sarcasm. “You have the same look on your face that 
Quackity from Las Nevadas has when he’s thinking of jumping off the Needle,” Charlie said 
blithely. 


Wilbur’s heart dropped like a stone in his chest. “I- I don’t think I’m supposed to know about 
that.” Well, that was one way of distracting him from his thoughts about the Train Station. 
Quackity... 


Wilbur knew how it felt. For the kindest dreams you’ ve ever had to be of death, for release to 
call to you as sweetly as a siren, for the need for death to itch beneath your fingernails. Each 
breath in your lungs so heavy it felt like it was painful just to survive. 


He’d been seventeen when he’d swallowed a bottle of pills with trembling fingers and Phil 
had found him passed out on the floor and only barely managed to pull him from the brink of 
death with some health potions. He’d been twenty-seven when he’d convinced that same man 
to kill him. Phil had held him through it both times, when death had never been closer and 
Wilbur had never wanted it more. 


He’d never wish that fate on anyone, certainly not Quackity. He got suddenly to his feet, the 
urge to pace gripping him. God, he needed to move, to shout, to fight. He’d never felt more a 
prisoner than he did right now. “I need to talk to Quackity.” He said, fiercely gripping the 
bars of his cell. 


Fuck, fuck! 


But Charlie was backing away, looking at him uncertainly. “Quackity from Las Nevadas is 
away right now.” He chewed his lip. “And I’m not supposed to talk to you.” 


“Please.” Wilbur’s voice cracked and he slid to his knees. “Please.” He begged again. 


Charlie looked torn. “He’s getting back next week.” He said, then fled, footsteps receding out 
of view and then out of earshot. 


Wilbur curled in on himself, helplessness gripping him in its inescapable vise. A horrible sob 
ripped its way out of his lungs, tears quickly following. It had been a while since he’d 
allowed himself to cry, and the pent-up emotions burst out of him like a floodgate opening. 
He wept into his hands, shuddering sobs wrenched from him. 


Had he- had he... had he ever caused Quackity to...? Oh god, he couldn’t bear the 
possibility. It was supposed to be... it was supposed to be a petty sort of fight, two people 


who liked each other really, but wouldn’t admit it, but what if it hadn’t been for Quackity? 
Wilbur had been so sure, considering the number of times they’d slept together and the few 
times Quackity had confided in him, but what if really all he had done was cause Quackity 
pain? 

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” He chanted the words under his breath like a prayer. 


Maybe he was a better villain than he thought. The realization sat bitter in his mouth. 
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The Temptation of Sin 


Chapter Summary 


It started slow, a brush of Karl’s fingers, a nod from Sapnap that, yes, he was allowed, 
sitting beside them. Gradually, they began to fall back into old habits: Quackity making 
the dinner, Karl setting out the dishes, Sapnap cleaning up. It was awkward at first, and 
Quackity felt like he kept messing up. But he couldn’t deny that over the two weeks 
they’d been there, they’d begun to become more like they had been before. 


Quackity still had bad days. He made no effort to hide the blankness that sometimes 
overtook him, he regularly chain-smoked when he was upset, he would go quiet or slip 
off for several hours at a time with no warning. He was horribly aware of what he had 
done, but what bothered him was just how unbothered he was by what he’d done. He’d 
effectively blown up Kinoko Kingdom himself, but all he felt was the acceptance of 
retribution. He still felt like they deserved it. He was still angry, sometimes. 
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Quackity watched autumn come slowly, creeping into their lives with the bitter sting of cold, 
changing leaves, the smell of rain and frost. When Sapnap had suggested they move to the 
countryside for a few weeks to give Karl’s health a chance to improve, Quackity had 
hesitated to leave his city, but he was relieved he had. He hadn’t even noticed how much 
everything had been weighing on him before he escaped it all. 


It was a breath of fresh air after months of stagnation. It was freeing to leave his worries 
behind, even just for a few weeks. He left Wilbur to Charlie and Las Nevadas to various other 
officials. He was still in regular communication with them, but the change of pace had been 
nice regardless. 


It was hard to see how natural Karl and Sapnap were together, and how much Quackity was 
not a part of that. In his absence, they’d grown closer in a way Quackity wasn’t sure he could 
bridge. He’d stayed separate in the beginning, not sure he was allowed or welcome. But 
slowly, achingly, he’d begun to be welcomed back. 


It started slow: a brush of Karl’s fingers, a nod from Sapnap that, yes, he was allowed, sitting 
beside them. Gradually, they began to fall back into old habits: Quackity making the dinner, 
Karl setting out the dishes, Sapnap cleaning up. It was awkward at first, and Quackity felt 
like he kept messing up. But he couldn’t deny that over the two weeks they’d been there, 
they’d begun to become more like they had been before. 


Quackity still had bad days. He made no effort to hide the blankness that sometimes overtook 
him, he regularly chain-smoked when he was upset, he would go quiet or slip off for several 
hours at a time with no warning. He was horribly aware of what he had done, but what 
bothered him was just how unbothered he was by what he’d done. He’d effectively blown up 
Kinoko Kingdom himself, but all he felt was the acceptance of retribution. He still felt like 
they deserved it. He was still angry, sometimes. 


He kind of wanted to talk to Wilbur. The last time he’d talked to Wilbur was when he’d told 
Wilbur everything he’d done. He’d been proud of it, and reveled in showing it off to Wilbur. 
Wilbur was the only one who understood Quackity’s dark side, the temptation of sin. Wilbur 
welcomed it, even. It was funny how Quackity simultaneously wanted to escape him and give 
into him. 


But Wilbur was locked away in a Las Nevadas prison, and Quackity was here. So while he 
was, he needed to take advantage of it. Sighing, he got up from his position on the roof, 
stubbing out his cigarette. Sapnap had made it clear that every cigarette he caught Quackity 
smoking would be thrown out so he came up here to smoke in secret. 

Quackity clambered down onto the balcony and slipped back into his bedroom. He hadn’t 
been so presumptuous to assume he was invited to theirs, so when he rented the cottage, he 
made sure there was plenty of space, privacy, and most importantly, two bedrooms. 


It was late afternoon, and he could hear Karl and Sap down in the kitchen. Tentatively, he 
made his way downstairs, entering the kitchen awkwardly. The kitchen was a shared space, 
he was allowed in, of course, but when they were there already, he often felt like an intruder. 
Unwelcome. 


They both looked up and smiled brightly when he entered, and he smiled hesitantly back. 
They were working on Karl’s memory book, Sapnap writing for Karl since Karl’s hands were 
still shaking since the explosion. The doctors assured them that this was temporary, but it was 
a bit worrying nonetheless. 


“Would you like to go on a walk?” Asked Quackity tentatively. He was always careful to be 
gentle around them, he felt like his true self was too abrasive and harsh to be allowed out 
around them 


“Sure!” Replied Karl enthusiastically. ““We’re done writing, anyways.” 


“Sounds good.” Said Sapnap easily, grabbing his hoodie. “Do you want to hike to the 
waterfall again?” Karl wrinkled his nose, and privately Quackity agreed with him. The hike 
to the waterfall, keyword being HIKE, took several hours and was much more strenuous than 
the stroll Quackity had in mind when he’d suggested it. 


“How about just to the river?” He said lightly, and Karl nodded. Defeated, Sapnap sighed. He 
watched with a small twinge of jealousy as Sapnap helped Karl into a coat (Karl definitely 
didn’t need help with that). 


The forest was beautiful: an array of colors from yellow to red, decorating the space around 
them with vibrant whorls of color. Karl delightedly ran through the piles of leaves that had 
collected. Sapnap wandered behind with Quackity, who gratefully accepted his company. 


They walked in silence at first, and Quackity took in the pleasant afternoon, reveling in the 
simple feeling of warm sunlight on his skin. Sometimes slowing down and appreciating the 
beauty around you was enough to bring back all the reasons why living was worthwhile. 


“He looks happier,” Sapnap said after a while, looking at Karl. 
“Then it when it was just you?” Said Quackity, trying and failing to sound lighthearted. 


He didn’t miss Sapnap’s wince. “I think having us both balances him,” He replied 
diplomatically. Quackity snorted, anger rising slightly, the dark feelings inside of him 
bubbling up and casting a shadow on their happy afternoon. 


“Balances him,” He repeated, hot anger bubbling in his chest. God, where did it even come 
from? This sudden rage rose every time the two of them tried to play nice, every time they 
tried to mitigate what they’d done. It eclipsed everything else, all rational thought, feelings of 
forgiveness. 


Sapnap shrugged, unaware. “Y’ know.” 


“T’m not sure I do,” Said Quackity flatly, stopping his walk. Sapnap rounded on him, and 
Karl, sensing the growing tension, stopped and grew quiet. “Explain it to me.” 


“T think having you here is good for Karl,” Sapnap said slowly, like he was trying to explain a 
very simple concept to a toddler. Quackity’s blood boiled. “How much more do I need to 
spell it out for you? You know, we’re not always trying to insult you, Quackity,” 


“You don’t need to insult me. Completely abandoning me will give a similar message,” 
Quackity snarled. 


“T’ve apologized for that, what, one hundred times?” Sapnap snapped. “When will you get 
over it!” 


The clearing went dead silent. Quackity recoiled, and apology was written all over Sapnap’s 
face. “Quackity, I’m sorry,” He said. “I- I didn’t mean that.” 


“You’re sorry?” Quackity laughed sarcastically. Nope, Sapnap was not getting out of this 
with a half-assed apology. He’d clearly said it because he meant it, and Quackity was done 
with his shit one thousand times over. ““You wouldn’t have said it if it wasn’t true, dipshit. Go 
on, tell me all the ways that it’s inconvenient for you to apologize for the shit you did.” 


“Quackity, please.” Karl said, placing a hand on his shoulder, trying to mitigate the situation. 


“Oh, shut the fuck up.” Quackity snapped, pulling out of his grip. “Of course you take his 
side.” 


Sapnap’s eyes blazed with anger. “Don’t talk to him like that! He’s done nothing to you, 
Quackity. You’re totally out of line.” Quackity resisted the urge to recoil, every instinct 
telling him to get away from Sapnap’s anger. But of course, even as shitty as Sapnap could be 
sometimes, Quackity knew that he’d never lay a finger on him. Quackity stood his ground. 


“Done nothing?” Quackity shouted. “Just forgot about me, like you did. If we’re pretending 
to be all mature now, then just fucking own up. Just ADMIT that you left me and fuck off 
with the phony excuses.” 


“It was a misunderstanding, Quackity!” 


“Every time you call it that, you absolve yourself of all guilt. Which you don’t deserve.” 
Quackity snapped. 


“Tt’s not like you made any effort to find us,” Sapnap said, crossing his arms. 
“Guys, please. This isn’t a productive conversation.” Karl interjected. 


Quackity spun to glare at Karl. “That’s cause it’s not a conversation. It’s turned into an 
argument because Sapnap thinks he’s a fucking angel that didn’t just leave me and then forget 
about me.” 


“That’s just not true.” Sapnap shot back. 

“T think you should go,” Quackity said, venom lacing his words. 

“T’m not leaving,” Sapnap said, ignoring Karl tugging on his arms. 

“You should listen to Karl and go before I say something I regret,” Quackity said. 


“No! You always fucking do this. The moment a conversation gets too hard, you just end it! 
Sometimes things need to be said! You need to learn how to process your emotions-” 


“Don’t fucking patronize me, dickhead.” Quackity snarled. 


“You're just proving my point, Q. Say it. Say what you want to say, stop ending discussions 
when we’re just starting to get somewhere! You’ve spent two weeks fucking tiptoeing around 
us, and there’s clearly unresolved anger here. So fucking resolve it, Quackity. Say it.” Sapnap 
said firmly. 


Quackity’s lip curled. “You sure your delicate ego can handle it? Cause it seems like any time 
someone says something about you that you don’t like, you deny it. You get petty.” 


“SAPNAP! QUACKITY!” Karl screamed. They both looked at him in surprise. Karl rarely 
got angry, and the effect of his fury was like a bomb going off in the clearing. “Stop ignoring 
me like I’m someone you can brush off! I’m an equal part of this trio. It’s not just the two of 


you with your- your anger issues and tempers. Just because I don’t yell doesn’t mean I don’t 
have stuff to say.” 


Quackity scuffed the ground with his shoe and Sapnap muttered an apology. Karl huffed. 
“Thank you. Now, Sapnap, you’re right that we do need to talk about things with Quackity. 
However,” He emphasized, “This is not how we’re going to do it. This is a fight, not a 
conversation, and neither of you are listening to each other. Quackity, I know you’re hurting, 
and you have a right to be. And we do need to address it, and I want to hear what you have to 
say. But again, now is not the time.” 


“Fine.” Quackity snapped, but without any real anger behind his words. 
“Fine.” Sapnap agreed reluctantly. 
“God,” Karl huffed, “You two fight like moody teenagers.” 


“We do not.” Quackity and Sapnap replied simultaneously, glancing at each other in surprise. 
Karl stifled a grin. 


“Let’s head home.” Quackity tried not to react when Karl grabbed his wrist as well as 
Sapnap’s. 


me 


Quackity retreated to his roof escape as soon as the opportunity arose. It was the first proper 
fight they’d had since he’d been back and he was still processing. He hated fights, he still 
couldn’t properly handle them. Whenever someone yelled at him, he couldn’t help but brace 
for an imaginary blow. He despised it, the part of himself that would always believe he was in 
danger. A victim. 


Sometimes he wondered whether he would ever be free of Schlatt, or if his metaphorical 
ghost would always haunt Quackity. He pulled his shirt aside and studied the slim scar on his 
collarbone. Quackity had a lot of scars, but this was among the most meaningful to him. It 
was the first scar Schlatt had given to him. He could never be sure if it had been an accident 
or planned. Initially, Schlatt had apologized profusely, blaming it on the alcohol. Now, 
Quackity wondered if he’d really been drunk, or if it had been planned, Schlatt had been 
trying to condition him into becoming accustomed to physical reciprocity to his mistakes. 


He puffed bitterly on his cigarette; these were not the type of thoughts he liked entertaining. 
He’d rather imagine their relationship was something good gone sour than that Schlatt had 
seen something in him that made him think that Quackity would accept that sort of treatment. 
And that he’d been right. 


(He wondered if they’d met now, Schlatt would still see the same thing in him.) 


It didn’t matter. Schlatt was dead, and Quackity was currently navigating a very different sort 
of relationship problem. He knew that Sapnap and Karl wanted him back (well, he was pretty 
sure), and Quackity was pretty sure that he wanted to be taken back. But he was tired of 


getting treated like the expendable one, so if this were to happen, it would have to be them 
who did the grunt work. That was fair, considering all of this was their fault, anyway. 


Turns out Sapnap did know about his roof escape, because Quackity heard a knock and 
Sapnap clambered up to Quackity’s side, immediately confiscating the cigarette, stubbing it 
out with his shoe before tossing it into the dark. “I didn’t tell him, you know.” He said in 
greeting. 


“What?” Quackity replied, not following. 
“T didn’t tell Karl about you and Wilbur,” Sapnap said, meeting his gaze. 


Oh. He didn’t know exactly what to make of that. Sapnap’s visit to Las Nevadas, over a 
month ago now, when he’d found Wilbur and Quackity together. Now that he knew Wilbur 
had arranged the visit, it sat sour on his tongue to dismiss it as Sapnap’s fault. 


“Why?” Quackity settled on asking, fiddling with the engagement rings still hanging around 
his neck. 


“T guess I still had hope. For us.” 
Quackity exhaled. “But you don’t anymore? You don’t have hope for us?” 


“T didn’t say that,” Sapnap said, and they lapsed into silence for a moment. Quackity stared 
up at the stars and felt empty. He missed Karl and Sap, he missed the way they had been. He 
missed the love they had had, but he didn’t even know if it was possible to get back. He felt 
like an outsider around them. He kept getting his heart broken, and he couldn’t do it anymore. 
He didn’t need something grand, he just wanted something real. Someone who loved him 


properly. 


Tears formed in his eyes, and because Sapnap had always been affected more by crying, 
Quackity let them come. Slowly at first, and then he sobbed, loud and sudden in the night. 
Sapnap reached for him, but didn’t quite touch him, not sure if he was allowed. Hating 
himself, Quackity leaned into his calloused fingers, allowing Sapnap to take him gently into 
his arms as he shuddered with tears, burying his face into Sapnap’s soft sweater. It smelt like 
smoke, less like cigarettes and more like a wildfire. 


Sapnap held him patiently as he cried, waiting until the tears slowed and Quackity just 
trembled weakly in his arms. Sapnap bent down and ever so gently kissed his forehead. 
Quackity froze, pulling back slightly from his embrace. Looked at him properly: the 
openness in his face, the dark eyes he knew so well, the small scars decorating his face, proof 
he’d been to war and back. 


Quackity didn’t move as Sapnap gently ran a finger down the side of his face. Here it was 
again, the feeling like Sapnap treated him like something fragile. Wilbur had never, Wilbur 
had understood Quackity in a way Quackity had never even understood himself. “You’re not 
gonna break me, you know,” Quackity whispered. “You can push harder than that. Give me 
some solid proof that... that you want this.” 


“Proof?” Sapnap said. Quackity nodded. 


Sapnap closed the distance between them and kissed him, nothing deep, nothing fancy 
(nothing like Wilbur), just real and solid and warm against his lips. Quackity pulled away 
first. 


Sapnap smiled a bit. “Karl’s gonna be soooo jealous that I did that first.” He gloated, and 
Quackity couldn’t help but grin in return. 


“He’ll get his chance.” He said airily. 


“Does this mean... does this mean you’re coming back to us?” Sapnap said. Quackity smiled 
smugly internally. Finally, one of them asking. For his own peace of mind, he needed them to 
love him just a bit more than he loved them. He didn’t want to be the one to get his heart 
broken. 


“Tt means Ill try,” Quackity said honestly. 


Quackity would be loved, even if he had to manufacture that love himself. 


mre 


Karl rested his head against the door, the air cold against the warmth of his skin. He knew he 
wasn’t really supposed to be listening in, but he wanted to make sure Sapnap did a proper job 
apologizing. Neither of them could be really trusted to get through a conversation without 
making it a fight. James- no, Sapnap- (he really needed to stop doing that) and Quackity each 
had a stubborn pride and ego. It was exhausting trying to get them to see the other’s point of 
view. 


He heard the murmur of voices and leaned closer to the door. “What?” He heard Quackity 
ask. 


“T didn’t tell Karl about you and Wilbur.” Karl’s eyes widened in surprise and his heart sunk 
in his chest. 


What the fuck? He frowned, cracking open his memory book. Scribbling down ‘Wilbur and 
Quackity???’, he concentrated on what Quackity was replying. Surely a denial, something to 
soothe the worries growing in Karl’s stomach like butterflies. 


“Why?” Quackity said after a long silence. 


Okay, now Karl was pissed. First of all, the impression he’d had of Quackity was that he’d 
faithfully missed them. Karl had felt so guilty, he wondered every day since Kinoko had 
blown up why Quackity wasn’t important enough for him to remember, hating himself for 
being such a shit fiance. Only to find out that maybe it was all just a lie? Quackity had moved 
on without them, Karl’s horrible guilt was for nothing? 


And Sapnap had lied to him! That stung more than he wanted to admit. Everything he did 
was for Sapnap and Quackity and for the reality he wanted them to have: not a wartorn SMP, 
but a place of peace and prosperity. 


But all they did was treat him like he was an invalid who needed to be protected. They loved 
him, he was sure of that, but he was tired of being there while they exchanged glances he 
couldn’t hope to decode. He told himself those fears were misplaced, but here was evidence! 
They were keeping a secret together behind his back. 


Forcing down the anger, the sadness, the loneliness, he whirled around and went back to his 
bedroom, curling up in the sheets and shutting his eyes tightly to stop himself from crying. 
Taking deep breaths, he forced it all down, allowing the anger to coalesce into something 
sharp and whitehot and then shove it away. By the time Sapnap slipped back into their shared 
room twenty minutes later, the anger had been carefully controlled into a simmer hiding in 
the deepest part of his chest. 


He turned over with a bright smile. “How’d it go?” 


Sapnap smiled gently, but all Karl could see was the dishonesty hidden in his eyes. “It went 
well. I think... I think he’s coming back to us.” 


“Did he say anything about his time in Las Nevadas?” Karl said, practically an invitation. 
C’mon Sapnap, he begged internally, stop lying to me! 


Sapnap shook his head, but Karl noticed how Sapnap didn’t quite meet his eyes, and he had 
to control another wave of anger. This is what you get for trusting, Karl, he told himself. 
You’re so naive. 


“Okay,” Said Karl, sitting up. 
‘Liar,’ Thought Karl, turning off the lights. 


Sapnap pulled Karl into his chest, and Karl wondered how Sapnap didn’t feel the heat of 
Karl’s anger against his skin. Sapnap was supposed to be the fire hybrid, but Karl was the one 
who was burning. 
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Kiss The Cook 


Chapter Summary 


“Well,” Sapnap demanded, gesturing to his “kiss the cook” apron, “Can’t you read?” 
Struggling not to laugh, Quackity leaned forward and pecked him on the cheek. Sapnap 
huffed. “Passable. Karl?” 


“You’re insufferable.” Karl protests as Sapnap made kissy noises. “Incorrigible. 
Unbearable.” 


“You’re running out of adjectives.” Sapnap teased. 


“Detestable, unendurable, dreadful, irredeemable, beastly... loser.” Quackity supplied 
for him. Karl burst out laughing, much to Sapnap's chagrin. 
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Quackity was stretched out on his wide wooden desk, legs spread wide apart, Wilbur between 
them. His tongue licked a wide stripe up his cock and Quackity writhed, tossing his head 
back. He bit his swollen lips, trying to be quiet like Wilbur had said, but little gasps and 
moans slipped through his clenched teeth as Wilbur continued to toy with him. His hands, 
bound above his head, clenched and unclenched futilely as Wilbur teasingly bobbed his head, 
his devilish fucking tongue toying with the slit. 


“Wilbur...” He pleaded, bucking his hips up into his mouth. 


Wilbur tsked, holding down Quackity’s hips. “What did I tell you, Q?” He said, biting into 
Quackity’s thigh and making him tremble. 


“You- you-” Gasped Quackity as Wilbur slid his tongue over the bitemark. “You said to be 
quiet.” He ground out. 


“That’s right,” Wilbur said, beginning to suck a hickey into the inside of his thigh. “And did 
you listen?” 


“No...” Quackity said, trembling with want and anticipation. 


“Now, Quackity, we’re going to try again. If you find this time that you can’t be quiet, I’m 
not going to let you come. Understood?” Wilbur said, eyes sparkling. 


Quackity groaned, twisting, keeping the noises down as Wilbur went back to his work, 
tongue working furiously, his hands holding Quackity’s hips down. Quackity tossed his head 
back, squirming, trying to be silent as Wilbur fucked him with his mouth. 


Quackity woke up with a boner. Great, his first night back in Las Nevadas and he gets a wet 
dream over Wilbur fucking Soot. Maybe it was because the smell of the cigarettes they'd 
shared still permeated the room, maybe it was because Quackity could still close his eyes and 
imagine Wilbur lounging beside him. Maybe because it was because he was back in the same 
city as Wilbur for the first time and weeks, and could go see him any time he liked. 


Still drowsy, his traitorous hands fumbled with his trouser, grabbing his cock and pumping it. 
Images of Wilbur flashed through his head: Wilbur on his knees, big brown eyes peering up 
at him as Quackity fucked his mouth, Wilbur on top of him, sinking down onto his cock, 
Wilbur pinning him against a wall, Wilbur- 


Shit. 


It barely took any time at all before white cum was flooding his hands, his sweaty body 
loosening. Grumbling to himself, he got out of bed to go change. Fuck, now he needed a 
shower. He stumbled into the bathroom, pulling off his clothes and getting the shower 
running. 


He looked at himself in the mirror, his sweaty bed head sticking him in all directions, the scar 
on his face standing in high definition in the morning light, the scar on his shoulder less 
noticeable. The thing that stood out the most, however, was the hickies absolutely covering 
the side of his neck. A tiny smile on his face, he slid a finger over the blooming purple marks. 


Karl was a definite hickey-giver: he spent hours with his face buried in someone’s neck, 
kissing and nipping and marking it. Quackity’s neck was particularly sensitive, and Karl’s 
ministrations yesterday on the ride back had driven him mad. By the time they’d got back to 
Las Nevadas, it had been late, and Quackity had barely been able to show Karl and Sapnap to 
their rooms directly under his before stumbling to bed, horny out of his mind. 


He thought that if he’d suggested it, definitely Sapnap and maybe Karl would have been 
interested in... helping him out, but he couldn’t. That had been a definite issue in their 
relationship in that past, he mused, stepping into the steamy shower and washing himself off. 


At the point they’d all gotten into a relationship (a polygon, he remembered with a faint 
smile), he’d been just getting over Jschlatt, and the idea of other people touching him so 


intimately had made him feel sick to his stomach. So he’d done everything, pulled out all the 
stops to avoid it. He avoided anything that could potentially lead up to sex, “accidentally” 
ruined dates, gotten “sick”. But eventually, his excuses ran out. 


He could have told them, probably, but he just didn’t want to. He felt horrible every time he 
thought about it. He couldn’t get over the idea that this was something that he owed them, as 
their partner. So he’d done the next best thing: got on his knees and gave head. Like, a lot. 
Anything to avoid them touching him and (Prime forbid) trying to fuck him. Head, a handjob, 
whatever he could do that didn’t involve them touching him. 


But eventually, they got suspicious. They wanted to have a conversation, and Quackity really, 
really hated confrontation. More than sex. So he did it. He sucked it up, spread his legs, 
buried his face in the pillow and tried to pass off the shudders and noises as moans of 
pleasure. And it worked. 


Afterwards, once they were asleep, he would go to the bathroom, lock the door, and throw 
up. Repeatedly. And then he’d begin to shake, his hands would tremble, and his breathing 

would come in gasps until he thought he was going to die. It was exhausting and terrifying 
but it was better than the alternative. 


He was doing better now. He never threw up or had panic attacks anymore. He’d done fine 
with Wilbur, and he could do fine with them (as long as he didn’t have to bottom). He just 
had to- just had to take the plunge. Just do it. It had been a week since he’d kissed Sapnap, 
six days since he’d kissed Karl. It was working up to that point for sure, so now he just had to 
do it. It wouldn’t be as bad as before, in fact, it would probably be great! He’d probably like 
it. Right? 


He reached for the soap, blocking out all the negative thoughts. 


He’d be fine. 


His duties in Las Nevadas kept him busy (and also distracted) for the rest of the day. The pile 
of stuff that had built up on his desk while he’d been gone would make anyone dream of 
retirement. And god, the constant meetings. In retrospect, it probably hadn’t been smart to 
leave on a vacation for a month right when his city was about to double in size due to the 
influx of Kinoko Kingdom’s citizens, but hey, hindsight’s 20/20, right? 


It was well past darkness and Quackity was still scribbling at his desk when Karl found him. 
His cheerful head peeked through the door, grinning when he saw Quackity. There was just 
the slightest shadow that crossed over his face, but he might have just imagined him. “Hey!” 
He said brightly, crossing into the room and throwing himself dramatically down on the 
couch. 


Honestly, he should probably get a new couch. The amount of times he and Wilbur had had 
sex on that couch made it probably unsanitary to sit on it, no matter how thoroughly he wiped 
it down afterwards. 


“Hey,” He replied, giving Karl a brief smile before writing down his signature in large, 
looping letters, approving the request for twelve new buildings on the East end. 


“Aww,” Karl whined, “Stop working, Q. You missed breakfast and lunch with Sap and I. 
And,” He frowned, “It looks like you didn’t eat it at all.” Quackity looked guiltily at the 
untouched plates sitting on his desk, long since gone cold. 


“T was busy,” He said, lamely. It wasn’t a lie. 


“Well, you’re done with work. And you’re coming to eat dinner in my room. Sapnap’s 
already there.” Karl said firmly. 


“Karl...” Quackity protested weakly, looking at the stacks and stacks of work he had piled up 
in front of him. 


“Nope. Sorry, Q, you’re done.” Karl said, standing up and walking over to get him. Quackity 
stood up; his legs were cramped from sitting all day. He wobbled dangerously as Karl led him 
patiently to the door, already feeling the waves of hunger begin to hit him. 


By the time they reached Karl’s room, Quackity was ready to eat a horse. Karl continued to 
chatter happily about his day exploring Las Nevadas, asking Quackity questions about his 
day that he tried to make sound interesting in his responses. 


Karl knocked on the door to his room, half way through a rather strange but hilarious story 
involving a construction worker and an exceptional amount of pigeon poo, and Sapnap 
answered it, grinning ear-to-ear, flour smeared all over the side of his face, a “kiss the cook” 
apron on. “Welcome home, honeys.” He said with the most shit-eating grin possible. 


“Oh my god,” Groaned Quackity, covering his face in his hands. 


“Well,” Sapnap demanded, gesturing to his “kiss the cook” apron, “Can’t you read?” 
Struggling not to laugh, Quackity leaned forward and pecked him on the cheek. Sapnap 
huffed. “Passable. Karl?” 


“You're insufferable.” Karl protests as Sapnap made kissy noises. “Incorrigible. Unbearable.” 
“You're running out of adjectives.” Sapnap teased. 


“Detestable, unendurable, dreadful, irredeemable, beastly... loser.” Quackity supplied for 
him. Karl burst out laughing, much to Sapnap's chagrin. 


“Ts it really so bad... to want a kiss?” He bemoaned, finally letting them in the room. There 
was a delicious aroma that filled it, probably the culprit of the stew heating on the stove. 


“Did you make this?” Quackity asked in disbelief, looking at the delicious blend of tomatoes, 
beef, and rice cooking in a thick broth and then back at kitchen-disaster Sapnap. 


“T bought the can of soup and I put on an apron.” Sapnap said defensively, crossing his arms. 


Quackity grinned at him, feeling light-hearted and happy at the simple display of domestic 
care. “Good enough.” 


“Sit, sit.”” Sapnap said, ushering him and Karl to the table and hurrying back to the stove to 
fill up the bowls with soup. 


“You forgot napkins!” Yelled Karl. 


“No I didn’t!” Sapnap replied indignantly, slapping down a pile of napkins next to the soup 
bowls. He took a deep breath. “And now... we feast.” 


Quackity took a sip of his stew. It was warm and delicious. Frankly, anything would have 
tasted good due to how hungry he was, but this in particular was yummy. God, this whole 
thing was just perfect. It was everything he’d missed with Karl and Sapnap: the easy, 
lighthearted love. He smiled and sipped his stew, content as the warmth slowly filled his 
belly. 


Karl cleared their bowls, putting them in the sink while Sapnap got out dessert, (purchased) 
brownies from one of Quackity’s favorite bakeries. It was deliciously chewy, gooey on the 
insides, crispy on the outsides. Karl and Sapnap ate their’s with equal gusto, and soon they 
finished and retired to the couch. Karl lay down, stretching out over their laps. Quackity 
played fondly with his soft, wavy hair and Karl hummed in response. 


It was so easy, falling back into this rhythm. Quackity could almost forget who he’d become 
in the absence, slipping back into this role of loving fiance. He’d been so many things since: 
he’d tortured, he’d killed, he’d ruled with an iron fist. He’d fallen as far as to blow up Kinoko 
Kingdom. But now, he was winning. He got Karl and Sapnap back, none the wiser of what 
he’d done. Las Nevadas was richer than it had ever been, and Wilbur? Wilbur was locked 
away. 


Quackity was winning. 


He froze as Sapnap began gently running his hands over his thighs. The light brush of his 
fingers petrified him, no matter how he tried to ignore it. 


He knew where this was leading up to. He’d thought he’d be okay with it, but now? His eyes 
fluttered shut and a pool of dread grew in his belly as Sapnap continued kneading his thigh 
and leaned over and kissed him. He didn’t mind the touches, didn’t mind the kiss, what he 
minded was where it was heading. 


He didn’t want- 


Shame rose in his face, his ears growing red beneath his beanie as Karl sat up and straddled 
him, running delicate kisses along the side of his neck as Sapnap kept touching him. 
Quackity bit his lip, squeezed his eyes shut, but it didn’t help. The dread rose faster, he 
wanted to push them off. They were being so heartbreakingly gentle, so sweet but he couldn’t 
fucking do it. 


It didn’t matter what he’d done, how much control he had over everything. No matter how 
unbreakable and unreachable he made himself, deep inside there was still some irrepressible, 
primal fear that took hold. No matter what he did, he was always drowning in it. 


“Stop.” His voice sounded too loud, too harsh in the small, cozy room. 


Immediately, the both pulled back, exchanging a glance of concern with each other. “Are you 
good, baby?” Asked Sapnap. 


“T just-” Quackity’s eyes closed, and he felt tears rise in them. God, he didn’t want this to 
happen. He really didn’t want this to happen. But he didn’t want the inevitable conversation 
either. “It’s okay, I’m okay,” He said, pinching the inside of his arm. If he said it to himself 
enough, it would be okay. They wouldn’t hurt him, he would be fine. “Keep going.” He said, 
waving an arm. 


“Q,” Said Karl, his voice soft. “We won’t keep going if you don’t want us to.” 


“It’s okay! I promise,” Pleaded Quackity. God, he didn’t want this, he didn’t want them 
asking questions. He pulled Sapnap’s hands back onto his body. “I’m fine, really.” 


“Quackity...” Said Sapnap sadly, retracting his hand. He looked to Karl for assistance. 


“Quackity, we can stop. Just say the word. You don’t have to tell us about it. We can just 
forget about it for now. Right, Sapnap?” 


“Right,” Sapnap confirmed, and Quackity opened his eyes, seeing their mirroring looks of 
concern. 


“Okay,” He croaked, and immediately Karl was moving off of him and he was being 
squished into Sapnap’s chest, hearing him murmur words of comfort. 


“Do you wanna play charades?” Suggested Karl. 


“Okay.” Quackity said, grateful for the excuse. God, he felt so fucking weak. Couldn’t even 
do this. He put on the mask (ha.) but he wasn’t a cold-blooded villain, no matter how hard he 
tried. He felt everything, he felt it so much it hurt. 


“Charaaaaaades!”” Cheered Sapnap. (He was pretending like he didn’t care. He was being 
nice about it, but really, Quackity had messed up the plans for the evening. God, he couldn’t 
even love them like he was supposed to.) 


“Pll go first.” Said Karl, standing up. 
“Four letters,” Said Sapnap, concentrating on Karl. “Starts with G...” 


It was fun, but Quackity couldn’t stop feeling horrible the whole evening. Like any moment 
they were going to lash out on him. He’d ruined the evening. He knew, he knew he should be 
better by now. Not only in terms of sex, but also in terms of going back to those feelings he’d 
had with Schlatt. He shouldn’t always feel like he was in the wrong, like someone was about 
to hurt him. 


But despite his rationalization, his heart hung heavy. 


When it was over, he said his goodbyes, claiming he was tired and going up to bed. But his 
feet didn’t lead him up to his room, they led him elsewhere, somewhere far beneath the light 
of Las Nevadas. He stopped outside Wilbur’s cell, looking at the man he hadn’t laid eyes 
upon in nearly a month. 


“T need you to tell me I’m not broken.” Quackity whispered. 
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Love and Ruins 


Chapter Summary 


Wilbur burned white-hot with anger. God, he wanted to revive Schlatt and then send him 
right back to hell the most painful way possible. He wanted to shred him limb from 
limb, pull out each of his teeth, cut off each finger and toe, rip out his eyeballs. Fuck. 
Fuck! He... he didn’t even want to think about this. What had been done to Quackity. 
How he, Wilbur, had missed all the signs. 


Quackity had told him things in Pogtopia, Wilbur should have realized. The fear in his 
voice when he mentioned Schlatt, the way his hands trembled when something broke, 
the way he would flinch if a hand moved too close to his face. And there were even 
signs now; his panic attacks, why he refused to do certain kinds of sex and refused to 
bottom, why he used to shut down when it was over. 
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“T need you to tell me I’m not broken,” Quackity whispered, tears collecting on his lashes. 
Wilbur looked at him with concern. He hadn’t seen Quackity in about a month, not since 
Quackity had locked him in here and told him what he’d done to Kinoko Kingdom with a 
smile sewn with deception. Other, lesser men, would have been angry with Quackity, but to 
Wilbur it was more of a mild annoyance. 


He and Quackity fought, and it was in the nature of their fights that with each their had to be 
someone who won and someone who lost. He’d lost this time, got locked up, and he couldn’t 
blame Quackity for not realizing his claustrophobia resulting from the Train Station. 


Besides, in order to win the inevitable next fight, he had to be talking with Quackity and 
fighting with Quackity, which would never happen if Quackity left and never returned. 
Besides it being in his best interests to comfort Q, he had to admit that he was seriously 
concerned about him. Ever since Slimecicle’s revelation, a fear had crawled under his skin 
that he might not get that chance to talk to Quackity again, that it might be too late. He’d be 
damned if he lost Q when he could have done something to help. 


So the moment the words were uttered, he was rising to his feet, closing the gap between 
them, pressing his palm against the bars. “Of course you’re not broken, Q.” He said, 
truthfully. (Wilbur himself fully believed there was no such thing as broken. Everyone was a 
whole person, mentally ill or not.) “Why would you say that?” 


The shuddering breath that was ripped out of Quackity looked positively painful. His eyes 
shuttered, tears finally spilling from his eyes and down his cheeks. “Because,” He gasped, 
pressing his hands against Wilbur’s, searching from any modicum of comfort he could be 
given. “I can’t do it with them.” 


“Do what- oh,” Wilbur said, realization dawning. Quackity meant Karl and Sapnap. Of all the 
things, he wouldn’t expected this. Quackity was coming to him for sex problems-? 


“Why can I with you! I don’t- I don’t even like you. And I tried so hard with them! I want to, 
I love them! But every time all I can think of is Schlatt-” Quackity sobbed. 


“Schlatt...”’ Wilbur repeated softly, gears beginning to move in his brain. ““What does Schlatt 
have to do with it?” 


“Back in Manberg...” Quackity said, still trembling, tears leaking out of his eyes. “I- He- he, 
he raped me, Wilbur.” He shuddered with the admission, his body caving in on itself. “So 
many times...” 


Wilbur burned white-hot with anger. God, he wanted to revive Schlatt and then send him 
right back to hell the most painful way possible. He wanted to shred him limb from limb, pull 
out each of his teeth, cut off each finger and toe, rip out his eyeballs. Fuck. Fuck! He... he 
didn’t even want to think about this. What had been done to Quackity. How he, Wilbur, had 
missed all the signs. 


Quackity had told him things in Pogtopia, Wilbur should have realized. The fear in his voice 
when he mentioned Schlatt, the way his hands trembled when something broke, the way he 
would flinch if a hand moved too close to his face. And there were even signs now; his panic 
attacks, why he refused to do certain kinds of sex and refused to bottom, why he used to shut 
down when it was over. 


His hands itched for murder, he wanted to fucking kill Schlatt. But Schlatt was already dead, 
and Quackity was the one left behind with the grief and trauma of someone who should have 
never had to live through something like that. So Wilbur’s hands, aching to cause pain, 
instead needed to comfort. “Q,” He whispered, squeezing his hands through the bars. “I’m so, 
SO sorry.” 


Quackity was moving away, and for a moment Wilbur was terrified he was going to leave, 
but instead, he was undoing the lock on the cell and coming in, the cell clanging shut behind 
him. He was in Wilbur’s arms in a moment, clinging to him like he was the only thing steady 
in a storm. And Wilbur would be that, fuck him, he would be that for Quackity. 


He held him tightly as Quackity sobbed into his chest. “Do you wanna talk about it?” Wilbur 
whispered softly into his beanie. It still smelt like Quackity, but it smelt a bit like Karl and 


Sapnap too. “I know sometimes that can help.” He felt Quackity’s arms grip his shirt more 
tightly. 


“He would come back drunk,” He whispered, his voice quivering. “And sometimes it was 
okay, y’ know? He’d be in a good mood, and as long as I didn’t do anything to upset him- it- 
it would be okay. But other times he’d just be mad or someone would have done something 
to piss him off or he’d be stressed because of Manberg- sometimes it was my fault.” 


“Quackity. It’s never your fault.” Wilbur told him earnestly. 


“T know. I know that.” Quackity said. “But he’d just be mad, and- and he’d take it out on me. 
Sometimes it wasn’t too bad, he’d just threaten and yell and fall asleep. But other times...” 
He exhaled shakily. “He got violent. Sometimes just physically. And other times he’d slam 
me into a wall or he’d bend me over a table and- well, you know. I can still feel his hands on 
me.” Wilbur could feel his tears soaking through his shirt. ““You’re the first person I’ve really 
told everything to.” 


Wilbur gripped him tighter. “Thank you for telling me.” 


Quackity gave a choked little laugh, his voice still muffled by Wilbur’s shirt. “Didn’t peg you 
as a softie, Wilbur.” 


Wilbur’s jaw clenched. “This is different. It’s one thing to blow up buildings, it’s another to 
hurt a person so badly they’Il never recover from what you did to them,” Tommy’s face 
flashed through his mind and a wave of guilt crashed into him. That was different. He just 
said things to Tommy, never hurt him. It was different. He still felt like punching a wall, 
though. 


Quackity snorted. “Well, there you go. Feel free to psychoanalyze me and use it for later 
manipulation.” 


“T’m not gonna...” Wilbur started, trailing off as he realized that words would be useless to 
convince Quackity. “Ill manipulate you using other things, okay?” He said, half-joking. 
Quackity scoffed. 


“T just still- I wanna get over it, but I can’t. Every time Karl and Sap touch me, I’m back 
there. In my living room in Manberg. And they’re so gentle and- fuck. I just don’t know why 
that doesn’t happen with you.” 


“T don’t know.” Said Wilbur truthfully. “But I do know that you’re not broken, Q.” 


“Mm,” Quackity said, burying his face in Wilbur’s neck. After a moment, Wilbur jerked 
back, realizing Quackity was pressing featherlight kisses into his neck, working his way up. 


“Are you drunk?” Wilbur blurted. 
Quackity nipped the skin a little. “Nope. Can’t drink alcohol either, after Schlatt.” 


“T’m not- I’m not gonna do this with you right now,” Wilbur said as Quackity moved up to 
his jaw, his lips moving over the thin stubble there. “You’re emotionally vulnerable.” 


“That’s never bothered you before,” Quackity replied hotly, his hands skimming up Wilbur’s 
shirt, cold against his skin. 


“It feels wrong,” Wilbur said helplessly. “You just told me that you’ve been sexually abused, 
now you’re trying to fuck me?” 


“I’m gonna hate myself after I leave anyway.” Said Quackity absently. “Mine as well get a 
good fuck out of it.” 


Wilbur refused to cave. “Quackity.” He said firmly. “This feels... not right. You’re not in the 
state of mind to be making good decisions and I’m not going to do to you what he did to 
you.” Wilbur smirked a little bit. “If you’re really that horny, come back tomorrow when I 
can be sure you mean it.” 


Quackity scoffed, his lips finally detaching from the column of Wilbur’s throat. “Fuck you.” 
“As I said, come back tomorrow.” 


Wilbur watched, keeping his hands to himself and his guilt pushed down low and Quackity 
exited the cell, locking it behind him. Quackity sniffed, wiping away the residual tears. 
“Thank you, by the way.” 


“Anything for you,” Wilbur said, giving a mock bow. Quackity snorted and turned around, 
his footsteps retreating into the darkness. Wilbur slid to his knees, his hands curling in his 
hair. Shit. He hadn’t quite imagined his reunion with Quackity going this way. His hands 
were still trembling; he hated the very thought of something like that happening to Q. 


‘Why do you care so much?’ Asked a snotty little voice in his brain that sounded quite a bit 
like Philza. “Because I love him.” He answered helplessly to the empty cell, the only 
witnesses the mildew and his own conscience. “I care because I love him.” He repeated 
softly, admitting it to himself. 


He loved Quackity in the capacity that he had to love anyone; with fire and gasoline and 
sharp edges and soft things laced with nicotine. It was never enough, and it always burned. 
But god, it was true. It was far too easy to admit out loud, like the words had been yearning 
to break free for a while, and were now reveling in occupying the dank space to its fullest 
with their truth. 


He loved Quackity with all of his raging and sinister heart, with every inch of his 
manipulative, undead hands. And one day he would prove it to him with every gunpowder 
kiss and belladona-laced word and glass-sharp touch. 


Because, if he were to be honest (not that he ever was), he would burn everything down the 
fucking ground to have the chance to ruin Quackity and to love him. 
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Chapter Summary 


“Tt’s a nice view.” Said a voice behind him. 


Quackity turned around, rising partway out of the water, his chest and abdomen on full 
display. “Glad you’re appreciating my city, Wilbur.” He said, half-smile half sneer. 


Wilbur cocked his head. “Actually, I was appreciating you.” Quackity didn’t want to like 
the compliment, but fuck him, it had been a long time since anyone other than Wilbur 
had appreciated him in that way. The attention, the compliments, it was nice now and 
again. 
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There was always something. Most days it building Las Nevadas, arguing and smooth-talking 
investors, dealing with the various complaints of his citizens. Today it was Dream; the cocky 
motherfucker who refused to submit or lose his cool after days of torture. At least not in front 
of Quackity. He would look up at him with cool eyes, even with his throat raw from 
screaming, his cheeks still wet from tears, blood dripping down his skin. In his gaze, there 
was something almost playful, like this was no more than his method of controlling Quackity 
from in the prison. Some days, Quackity wondered if he was the one suffering more than 
Dream. 


And torturing someone day in day out took its toll after a while. His hands always felt itchy, 
covered in a phantom blood even when he scrubbed them with burning water and lye each 
time he left. Whatever. He didn’t want to think about Dream, or that he was a shitty person 
for doing what he did to Dream, no matter what the green shithead had done. It was 
retribution. Simple as that. 


Still, he felt tense, and there was something behind his eyes that burned every time he 
stopped to rest. He was tired, he needed to unwind. Luckily, Slimecicle (bless him) had the 
foresight to install a hot tub on Quackity’s balcony. It had been set up a week ago, filled with 
water yesterday. It tempted him each time he looked out the window. He was gonna go use it 
tonight, just as soon as he finished all his paperwork. 


Unfortunately, it was long after dark by the time Quackity finished, and he was feeling rather 
light-headed as he stripped off his clothes. It felt liberating to take off his starched suit, leave 
it crumpled in a pile on the floor. His boxers came off last, and he grabbed a towel from the 
supply closet in the hallway before heading out. 


The Las Nevadas chill prickled his skin, waking him up. He slid his legs into the almost 
unbearable warmth, reveling in the discordant temperatures. He eased his way into the water, 
his muscles relaxing. Slimecicle had left out a cooler for him (no alcohol) and he selected one 
of the rarer looking drinks, pink and sweet looking in a glass bottle. He uncorked it, taking a 
long sip. 


This was the height of life, he thought. Over the glass railings of his penthouse balcony, he 
could see his beautiful city spread out before him. And he here was, relaxing in a hot tub, 
expensive foreign drink in hand, his magnificent city unfolding before him. Perfection. 


And the best part was that he’d done it all himself. He wasn’t living in the reflected glory of 
being friends or partner to someone greater than himself. He’d done it all. Little nothing, who 
was never supposed to amount to anything: he’d clawed his way into success, and now he 
stood at the top. 


“Tt’s a nice view.” Said a voice behind him. 


Quackity turned around, rising partway out of the water, his chest and abdomen on full 
display. “Glad you’re appreciating my city, Wilbur.” He said, half-smile half sneer. 


Wilbur cocked his head. “Actually, I was appreciating you.” Quackity didn’t want to like the 
compliment, but fuck him, it had been a long time since anyone other than Wilbur had 
appreciated him in that way. The attention, the compliments, it was nice now and again. 


And Wilbur wasn’t half-bad to look at himself. Quackity had heard the rumours that he 
always went for older men, but he could appreciate the way Wilbur was filled out: all solid 
muscles and a well-cut figure. He still had the graces of someone who’d been distinguished 
and important, even if he dressed like a vagrant pauper nowadays. And, well, his manners 
and his husky voice were pretty fucking sexy. 


All in all, he’d come out here for a night to relax, and he was well aware of Wilbur’s 
intentions; tonight he welcomed them. So. He let himself rise out of the water a little more, 
watched as Wilbur’s gaze dropped from his chest to his stomach to- 


“Well, are you gonna keep staring or get in here?” Quackity demanded languidly, settling 
back down into the water, the warmth welcoming his sore body. 


Smiling, Wilbur stepped out of his trench coat. “Eager, are we?” 


“T’m a busy man, Wilbur,” Quackity replied, returning the favor and watching Wilbur 
appreciatively as he stripped. His chest was nice, but his muscled thighs were better, he loved 
watching them move, loved seeing the power in them. 


His cheeks flushed as Wilbur casually stepped up onto the elevated platform and sank slowly 
into the water with a sigh. He drifted across the sizable hot tub towards him, straddling his 
lap, well aware he was naked and the water was clear. Smirking, he leaned forward, watching 
Wilbur’s eyes glaze and his lips pucker, thinking Quackity was going to kiss him, but all he 
did was lean forward and hit the button to the bubbles. 


The jets burst on, and Quackity leaned back, satisfied. Wilbur made a noise of surprise. “You 
little shit.” 


“Mm, eager, are we?” Quackity teased, settling back onto his lap. Wilbur’s hand skimmed 
over his hipbones, holding Quackity loosely in place. This was gentler than their usual 
rapport; normally Quackity refused to be kind or soft at all when Wilbur was around, but 
today he was tired and Wilbur just looked so good he couldn’t help himself. And besides, he 
deserved nice things. 


Wilbur raised a dripping hand from the water, sliding his finger along the sharp edges of 
Quackity’s jaw before guiding his lips to his own. Wilbur kissed him slowly but firmly, 
tearing him apart piece by piece. Quackity made sure to return the favor. 


Suddenly, Wilbur’s hands tightened on his hips and he was being flipped; now he was seated 
on the low hot tub seat with Wilbur straddling his hips. Wilbur’s lips dipped to his ear, and in 
a low voice, he whispered: “Y’know, I prepped myself before I got here.” Quackity gulped, 
delicious shivers running down his spine as Wilbur’s hands stroked over his chest in 
invitation. 


He pushed up against Wilbur, not missing the flutter of his eyelashes as Quackity’s cock 
rubbed against his backside. He watched Wilbur’s face, red from the heat and screwed with 
concentration as he slowly lowered himself down, gasping as he was split open. 


Once he was fully seated, a smug grin spread over his face, Wilbur began to move. Quackity 
lost himself to the sensations of Wilbur’s hands gripped in his hair, their bodies scraping 
against one another, the rhythmic snap of Wilbur’s hips. 


Quackity’s hands settled on Wilbur’s thighs, spread over for him, teasingly running across the 
inside and up to his lower stomach but never quite going where Wilbur wanted. Frustrated, 
Wilbur pulled harder, demanding, on Quackity’s hair and a surprised gasp slipped from his 
mouth that was verging embarrassingly close to a moan. 


Emboldened, Wilbur pulled again, tipping Quackity’s head back and exposing his throat so 
Wilbur could move in with his teeth, timing the nips on his necks to the thrusts of his hips. 
He towered over Quackity, splayed out on his lap like that, but Quacktiy found he didn’t 
really mind, not when he could grab Wilbur’s cock and tug, sending into a groaning mess, 
making the thrusts stutter. Quackity smiled smugly back at him. 


They continued their tug-a-war of control, and Quackity could tell he was winning; Wilbur 
was moving faster, more erratically, and he had that fucked-out look that meant he was close. 
He went in for the kill, wrapping his hand around the base of Wil’s cock and flicking his 
wrist, matching Wilbur’s own tempo. 


Wilbur shuddered, pleas slipping out between moans, putty in Quackity’s hands. Wilbur was 
one of the most switchy people Quackity knew, besides himself, and he could tell that Wilbur 
was headed directly into subspace territory, eager to please and pliant in Quackity’s arms. It 
barely took a minute before Wilbur’s face was buried in his shoulder and he was coming 
inside of Quackity’s brand-new hot tub. 


Grinning, because he knew this was exactly the sort of thing Wilbur was into, he pulled out 
and maneuvered Wilbur so he was bent over the rim of the hot tub. Quackity positioned 
himself behind Wilbur, his hands settling firmly around Wilbur’s hips before smoothly 
pushing back in. 


Wilbur cried out, his voice hoarse from use. Quackity grinned. He thrust in again sharply, 
setting a fast, brutal pace, Wilbur meeting him every time, his cock coming back to life, his 
low moans encouraging Quackity to go harder. He felt more than saw when he dead-on hit 
That Spot, Wilbur twisting and shuddering beneath him, begs slipping through with clenched 
teeth more than moans. 


It wasn’t long before Wilbur was begging to come again (quick shot), and Quackity was right 
there too, Wilbur tight around him. He pounded in three more times, hitting Wilbur’s prostate 
each time, and they came simultaneously, Quackity’s name sounding like heaven on Wilbur’s 
tongue. 


He pulled out, sinking back into the heat of the hot tub, trying to ignore the fact that there 
were now far more unsavory substances than water floating around. Whatever. He’d have it 
cleaned out. For now, he felt tired, more emotionally drained than physically. Physically, his 
body was buzzing, relaxed but satisfied. Emotionally, he felt himself retreating, the heat of 
the water and chill of the night proving to be a dangerously disassociating combination. 


Wilbur was watching him carefully, his usual reckless grin replaced by something sharper 
and more wary, as if he was stepping over glass. Quackity was vaguely aware that it was him: 
Wilbur was afraid of pissing him off after such a relaxed and fun tryst, but he couldn’t find it 
within himself to care. 


In the darkness after the completion of their fun, he felt infinitely more aware of why he 
mistrusted Wilbur. Even with that fucking stupid and concerned face Wilbur was wearing, it 
couldn’t be discounted that Wilbur was a predator, a manipulator. He closed his eyes. God, he 
needed some sleep. 


“Should I leave?” Wilbur asked, his tone carefully neutral as he finally broke the oppressive 
silence. 


“What, you think I’m about to invite you to stay?” Quackity snarked back, his tone harsher 
than he’d meant it to be. Still, he didn’t take it back, just watched as Wilbur collected his 
things and got back into them. 


“Until next time, Q.” He said, the edges of his usual smile returning. 


Quackity didn’t bother replying, choosing to sink deeper into the oppressive fog in his brain. 
A few minutes later, he pulled himself out of the tub, dried off, went inside. He lit a cigarette, 
watching the blurred lights of his city with his eyes half-closed, and imagined he was 
somewhere else: not in charge, not important, and most importantly, not alone. 


But alas, such was the fate of someone unlovable. 
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It was impossible to ignore that something in Quackity had changed. Before Kinoko, 
even fresh out of a toxic relationship with Schlatt, Quackity had always, consistently, 
put up indestructible walls of humor. He was so good at it that Sapnap hadn’t even 
recognized at first that they were walls. It was when Quackity started trusting him that 
they started to fall, and Sapnap began to see the incredible pain Quackity tried to hide. 
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Winter came to Las Nevadas all at once. Hot sands were quickly covered in a blanket of 
snow, shining lights became muted, the sky was a dull grey, and the windows were 
perpetually covered in frost. When everything was covered in snow, it was easier to pretend 
that it was just any old city and not Las Nevadas. Sapnap wanted to like Las Nevadas, he 
really did, but there was a wrongness to it, dishonesty embedded in its bones that he couldn’t 
put his finger on. He didn’t know if Quackity reflected the city or the city reflected him. 


It was impossible to ignore that something in Quackity had changed. Before Kinoko, even 
fresh out of a toxic relationship with Schlatt, Quackity had always, consistently, put up 
indestructible walls of humor. He was so good at it that Sapnap hadn’t even recognized at 
first that they were walls. It was when Quackity started trusting him that they started to fall, 
and Sapnap began to see the incredible pain Quackity tried to hide. 


Quackity’s walls had worn away. He made no effort to hide the blankness that sometimes 
overtook him, he regularly chain-smoked when he was upset, he would go quiet or slip off 
for several hours at a time with no indication. There was no effort to hide these concerning 
behaviors, not that Sapnap wanted Quackity to hide that he was upset, but Sapnap didn’t like 
that he refused help, or even to admit there was anything wrong. 


Sapnap had always thought, on lonely nights where Karl had looked at him unseeingly, if just 
Quackity had been there, that things would have been better. At least Sapnap would have 
been a little less alone. But now Quackity was here, but he was faded and closed-off and 
Sapnap was just as alone as he had been, trying to hold them all together. 


He was tired. He wanted back what they used to have: easy, happy love. Love that flowed 
naturally, borne of friendship and mutual respect. He was being to come to terms with the 
idea that that love might be gone. That didn’t mean the three of them couldn’t still be in love. 
Nothing good ever came easy, after all. And Sapnap was willing to fight for them. 


Right? 


Things were better than they’d been at first. Quackity now came to them, he shared meals 
with them, smiled and joked and laughed like the good old days. But there was a barrier 
between them all that hadn’t been there before. And frustratingly, he couldn’t seem to figure 
out what it was. 


It wasn’t just Quackity either. Karl seemed to have more secrets than ever and was fastidious 
about keeping them. His memory issues seemed to have improved since they’d moved in 
with Quackity (he hadn’t lied when he told Quackity that having them both there seemed to 
balance Karl), but Karl was definitely more closed off, quicker to anger for no apparent 
reason. 


They even got into an argument the other night which was pretty much unheard of for the two 
of them. It had started off about something stupid, Sapnap had made some joke about the 
parts of Karl’s memory book that he wouldn’t let Sapnap see, and Karl had snapped: “You’re 
not the only one entitled to secrets” more angrily than Sapnap thought he deserved. It had 
devolved into an almost fight (not quite because Karl never yelled and Sapnap felt stupid 
when he was the only one yelling). 


He’d slept in his own room that night for the first time since they’d come to Las Nevadas. 


Truthfully, he felt lost in Las Nevadas. Quackity was always busy running the damn place, 
Karl was caught up either writing or happy just sightseeing, but Sapnap felt weirdly stagnant. 
He didn’t have anything to do, no job or task, and his existence felt almost aimless. He took 
to escaping the boundaries of the city whenever he got the chance to go on hunts in 
neighboring deserts. 


He came back well after dark one night (well after dinner too), caught up in a bloody chase 
with some hyenas. He was bleeding quite a bit and stopped in the Las Nevadas medical bay 
to get it stitched up. He could easily deal with it himself, but he knew Karl didn’t really like 
the sight of blood. 


He limped back to Karl’s apartment at about midnight. Karl was sitting rigidly at the dinner 
table, his face stony. He looked up when he saw Sapnap. “Where were you?” He said, not 
quite an accusation, but almost. 


Sapnap winced. “I was out.” 


“Yes, I know that, but where? Doing what?” Karl snapped. 


“Tf you have to know, I was out hunting,” Sapnap said. He didn’t really like admitting it. It 
was a stress-reliever to be sure, but one that came from his time with Dream. Hunting felt 
right, good, it made him feel strong. He was fucking great at it too. But admitting it felt like 
admitting that he still had habits from Dream, that he still identified with the man in prison. 
“Look,” He said quickly, ashamed of how his voice broke slightly. “If you’re just going to 
yell at me, I’m going to bed.” 


Karl’s face softened. “I’m sorry, baby. I was just worried and I- ugh. I turned that into anger 
and I’m sorry.” 


“S’okay,” Sapnap muttered as Karl rose from the table to hug him. He hated that Karl’s arms 
felt so unfamiliar. They hadn’t been hugging as much recently, he realized. He buried his face 
into Karl’s sweater, marveling at how comfortable it was to be held by him. He sniffed, 
memorizing the feeling of Karl’s arms curving around him. 


“What’s wrong, baby?” Karl whispered into his hair. 


“T just- I just feel like it’s not working and I don’t know why,” Sapnap admitted. “What am I 
doing wrong? I just want us to be happy.” His voice cracked over the last word. It still felt 
weird, being soft. He’d spent so long with Dream learning to control his emotions, keep them 
carefully under wraps (hating himself because he was never as good at it as George) that 
letting them out felt wrong, almost gross. Disgusting in some inarticulate way. 


“Sapnap...” Karl whispered. “I have- I have to tell you something.” Sapnap heard him 
swallow, the arms around him tighten. “I know.” He said, the words breaking like water over 
the shoreline. “I know about Quackity and Wilbur. And how they used to be together. But 
why didn’t you tell me? Why did you... why did you lie to me?” 


Sapnap stiffened. When he’d gone to Las Nevadas months ago and discovered that very thing 
himself, he’d felt (what was the word?) betrayed. The same feeling as when he’d found 
Dream had stolen his fish and planned to use it to control him. He felt wrong and used and 
guilty, all those ugly emotions all squished up into a ball in his gut. Initially, he didn’t want 
Karl to know because he felt like it was his own fault, in some way. Later, it was because he 
had hope for the three of them, and he felt like telling Karl would erase the tiny progress they 
had made. 


He couldn’t quite find the words to say this, though, so he settled for: “I didn’t want to hurt 
you.” That was true, but it didn’t quite describe everything he wanted to say. 


“But baby, not telling me, keeping that secret? That hurt me more.” Karl told him. 


“I’m sorry,” Sapnap whispered into his hoodie. It felt easier to say sorry when he didn’t have 
to look Karl in the eye, when Karl wouldn’t see his face and pick apart all the ugly emotions 
that Sapnap didn’t want to let see the light of day. 


There was a long silence, which Karl probably thought was comfortable, but in which 
Sapnap’s mind raced to all sorts of conclusions, and by the time Karl spoke again, he was 


utterly convinced that Karl hated him. “What do we do about Quackity, though?” Karl said 
into the silence, adjusting his grip around Sapnap’s body. 


“What do you mean?” 


“T mean, I think Quackity’s been acting weird partly because he doesn’t feel like he belongs 
with us.” 


“You think?” Sapnap asked. He frowned. “He does belong with us, though.” 


“T know that, babe, but think about him. We left him, accidentally, for quite a while. We want 
him back, but maybe there’s a part of him that wonders if this is all still temporary.” Karl 
mused. Sapnap had to admit that that made sense. He hadn’t really thought of it that way 
before, more frustrated that Quackity wasn’t integrating with them properly. Maybe it was 
more on them to show him that he was still welcome. “Any ideas?” Karl asked. 


There was an idea, one stubbornly circling around Sapnap’s brain. He wanted to, he’d wanted 
to since the cottage, but he thought it was too early then, and it still felt too early now. They 
were still figuring things out, why introduce another complexity to the mix? But if what Karl 
was saying was true, maybe this was the way to fix it. They needed to show Quackity that 
they wanted him, and words wouldn’t suffice. If Quackity needed proof, this was it. 


“We marry him,” Sapnap said simply. 
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The Beginning of The End 


Chapter Summary 


He was so lost in thought that he didn’t even register Sapnap’s presence until he was at 
the door, leaning against the frame and watching Quackity with a self-satisfied grin. He 
smiled lazily when Quackity saw him. “How long have you been standing there?” He 
demanded suspiciously. ““Why didn’t you say something?” 


“T was busy,” Sapnap grinned. 
“Doing what? Staring at my ass?” Quackity asked. 


“So what if I was?” Sapnap said coyly. He walked up to Quackity, pulling him in and 
kissing him hard on the mouth until Quackity’s cheeks were red. 
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It had been seven days since That Night. The night where they’d almost had sex, but 
Quackity had said no. Truthfully, Quackity didn’t think that either Karl or Sapnap thought it 
was a big deal. They barely even remembered it, most likely. But to Quackity, it was 
everything. 


For one, it was a turning point. He could be proud of himself for setting boundaries with Karl 
and Sapnap, no matter how uncomfortable it felt. And, of course, it was the first time he’d 
ever admitted to anyone what truly happened with Schlatt. It still felt like a lie, in some way. 
There was still a part of his brain that laughed at him, that said “God, how dramatic. You 
think that was bad? It wouldn’t have been bad if you hadn’t been a little bitch about it-” 


That part of his brain sounded awfully like Schlatt. 


And the other thing, which was definitely bad, was that he went to Wilbur about it. He still 
couldn’t explain that choice to himself. Why not tell Karl and Sapnap? They would have 
understood, and it likely would have helped them understand him better. But instead, he’d 
gone to Wilbur. When he thought about it, it felt like a betrayal to them of the largest 
magnitude. 


He hadn’t gone back to that cell, choosing to stew with guilt over that night. 


He was grateful, at least, that Wilbur had stopped him from going... there, but for some 
reason, that felt like less of a betrayal to Karl and Sapnap than not sharing something that 
large with them. He supposed it made sense; he’d ignored Wilbur-related guilt before, but not 
holding back information. He’d never done that before, and it felt like it should have been a 
first he did with them. 


Anyway, he was handling like he normally did: like a mature, grown adult. Ignoring it 
completely. He threw himself deeper into work, which probably wasn’t smart, but it was the 
only way he could drown out the chorus of worries in his head. He was vaguely aware that he 
was spending less time with Karl and Sapnap, and that when he did, half the time he was too 
drained to properly connect with them. 


It was late, and he was thinking about all of it on his balcony, on his umpteenth cigarette 
break of the day. Winter was well on its way, and it was lightly snowing now, flakes settling 
onto Quackity’s skin and melting into beads of water. He didn’t really mind the cold, it was 
peaceful out here, in the semi-darkness. He twisted the engagement rings hanging around his 
neck, heavier of late. 


He would continue to stew over his problems, he decided, until something presented itself. It 
wasn’t even stewing, it was rationally thinking through the issue. And really, who could 
blame him for that? 


He was so lost in thought that he didn’t even register Sapnap’s presence until he was at the 
door, leaning against the frame and watching Quackity with a self-satisfied grin. He smiled 
lazily when Quackity saw him. “How long have you been standing there?” He demanded 
suspiciously. ““Why didn’t you say something?” 


“T was busy,” Sapnap grinned. 
“Doing what? Staring at my ass?” Quackity asked. 


“So what if I was?” Sapnap said coyly. He walked up to Quackity, pulling him in and kissing 
him hard on the mouth until Quackity’s cheeks were red. 


“What brought that on?” He spluttered, a little embarrassed. 
“Wanted to,” Sapnap shrugged, folding his arms. “Want to go on a walk?” 


“Well...” Quackity said, looking guiltily at the pile of work sitting on his desk. Smaller than 
usual, admittedly, due to the sheer hours he’d spent locked up in here. “I guess I can take a 
break.” 


“That’s the spirit,” Sapnap said jovially, slinging his arm across Quackity’s shoulder. He lead 
Quackity out of his office building and through the streets of Las Nevadas. Everywhere 
around them, people were preparing for the upcoming holiday season. Lights were strung 
over homes, and evergreens had been chopped down for their branches and to burn the logs 


over the holiday season. The whole area was filled with the pleasant scent of pine, frying 
potatoes, and cinnamon. 


Sapnap tugged him excitedly through the streets. “I thought this was a walk,” Quackity 
laughed, abandoning his worries for once. “Are you taking me somewhere?” Sapnap shook 
his head insistently, his eyes sparkling. He was a horrible liar, but right about now it was 
adorable. 


Eventually, Quackity deduced that Sapnap was leading him to the Needle. His footsteps 
slowed. Normally he went if he was feeling some sort of emotional turmoil. Nights standing 
on the roof never normally ended happily. Sapnap must have noticed his hesitation because 
his face morphed into something understanding and he squeezed Quackity’s hand. “Trust me, 
babe.” He said softly, and Quackity allowed himself to be lead. 


Karl was waiting for them at the top, a huge smile on his face. “What is this?” Quackity 
laughed shakily. He wasn’t sure he liked where this was going. He wasn’t generally a fan of 
surprises, even if this seemed like a good one. Trauma response, or something. 


Sapnap joined Karl’s side, both of them facing Quackity. They each took one of his hands. 
“Q,” Sapnap started. “I- we know things have been rough for you these past few months. And 
we know that’s been partly our fault. We love you, and we want you to know that.” Quackity 
had a feeling he knew where this was going, and to his dismay, he felt his heart sinking. 


It was too soon for this! Quackity was still getting adjusted, still finding his footing. And this 

relationship still felt like a lie. He’d lied to them: about Wilbur, Kinoko Kingdom, about who 

he was. Could he really do this with them, when they didn’t really know what he’d done? The 
betrayal they would feel if they ever found out... 


But on the flip side, this was everything he’d ever wanted. A life with Karl and Sapnap, proof 
in gold of their love and devotion. And hadn’t he wanted them to be ahead of him? Wanted 
them to be one step deeper, so in case something went wrong, he wouldn’t be the one to get 
his heart broken? Maybe this was everything he wanted on a silver platter. 


“We never want you to feel like you’re left out,” Karl said earnestly. “You’re an equal part of 
this trio, and we want to prove that to you. Despite all of our flaws: my memory issues, both 
of your horrible tempers, we’re good together. And I can’t imagine a life without you.” His 
eyes shining silver with love, Karl sank to one knee. Sapnap’s hand tightened with 
excitement around Quackity’s hand. “We already gave you rings, months ago, but we’re here 
again today to ask: Quackity, will you marry us?” 


Quackity stared agape at the two of them. It wasn’t like it was the first time he’d heard those 
words (far from it), but it meant so much more coming from them. When Schlatt had done it, 
it had been a farce. A perfect night, crystal champagne glasses, soft kisses, murmured words 
over an expensive dinner, preluded by Schlatt dropping to one knee and pulling out a golden 
engagement ring with a large sapphire. It was two days after Quackity had accepted that he’d 
hurt him for the first time. But this wasn’t going to be like that. It wasn’t. 


To his dismay, he felt his eyes filling with tears, quickly slipping down his cheeks. Their eyes 
filled with matching concern, and it was barely a moment before he was being held by two 


pairs of arms. “What is it, baby?” Sapnap whispered, stroking his hair. 


It was everything. It was the fact that they were doing it here, on the Needle, overlooking Las 
Nevadas, his city. Sapnap had likely chosen this location explicitly for the reason Quackity 
had so many bad memories here; he loved to rebrand bad memories with newer and happier 
ones. The thoughtfulness alone was more than Quackity would have expected. (Barring, of 
course, the memories of him and Wilbur up here, which he really shouldn’t be thinking about 
right now.) 


Then it was the fact that it was the two of them, who not three months ago, he’d been 
mourning and hating for abandoning him. Trying to move on. And now they were here, in 
front of him, eyes shining with love. (And they only were because Quackity had taken 
matters into his own hands and blown Kinoko to kingdom come-) 


And then it was because at that time, three months ago, he had been with Wilbur. And the 
man was still there, in the deepest cell in Las Nevadas, and a week ago he’d held Quackity as 
he cried about what Schlatt had done to him. Because Quackity loved Sapnap and Karl, but 
there was still a piece of him that still hadn’t quite moved on from Wilbur, and he didn’t 
know how to reconcile that with his current situation. 


Finally, it was because he didn’t know how this was supposed to work. Their relationship, 
presently, was predicated on a lie. He didn’t regret it, and that was part of the issue. When he 
remembered the explosion of Kinoko, more than he remembered the fear of Karl getting hurt 
or the anger he felt at the two of them, he remembered the power. A nation coming apart at 
his fingertips, the raw force of the explosion rippling through the air, under his control. It had 
felt terrifying and exhilarating all at once, and he knew that Karl and Sapnap would never be 
able to understand that part of him. 


But when he looked at their faces, he knew that there was only one answer he could give. 
Everything he’d done was to obtain the life he wanted: the control he got from Las Nevadas, 
the power he got from controlling some of the strongest members of the server, and the 
devotion he got from Karl and Sapnap. He’d never be the person he once was, but that was 
okay because this version of him was better. Stronger. 


And so, his face buried into Sapnap’s sweater, he whispered a muffled: “Yes.” 


Instantly, Karl pulled him into a triumphant kiss and Sapnap cheered wildly, seemingly 
beyond words. Quackity smiled into his lips, taking in the moment: snow falling, the view of 
Las Nevadas, his two fiancees smiling and happy. The world was exactly as it should be. 


He wondered if Karl could taste the lie on his lips. 
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“T’ve never been good at love.” He admitted, finding it very difficult to meet their eyes. 
“At least with the right people. When I was with Schlatt, it felt like that was the only 
kind of love that existed. Love that- that hurt.” He was finding it difficult to speak past 
the lump in his throat. “But then I met you two, and wow, I’d never felt like that. Like 
love was synonymous with affection and care and gentleness. I was so scared that I was 
gonna ruin it, that I was always kind of waiting for something to go wrong. It felt like 
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The day of the wedding dawned bright and cold. Quackity hadn’t been able to sleep, gripped 
with some unidentifiable emotion that clawed at his gut. It wasn’t excitement, exactly, but it 
wasn’t anxiousness either. It felt more like triumph, but it dug painfully into him like 
sharpened steel, like the slice of a knife across the sensitive skin of his face. 


Quackity can’t help but think back to his other wedding, eerily similar but oh so different, 

too. He’d had to cover up bruises that morning, long ago, with concealer, and he remembered 
thinking “should I do this?” staring at his own ghostly reflection in the mirror. His hands had 
trembled as he’d applied the concealer with the weight of what he was doing, the uncertainty, 


but then Schlatt had walked in, walked in and kissed him, and whispered apologies between 
breaths that smelt like liquor. Like a damn fool, Quackity had melted in his arms and agreed 
when Schlatt had promised him forever. 


He should have known when Schlatt had placed the ring on his finger, his eyes glinting red, 
that it wasn’t really a matter of love. It was a matter of possession, that Quackity was just 
another pretty thing for Schlatt to add to his collection. He should have known that it was a 
bad idea. 


He wonders now, staring at himself in the mirror on a different morning of a different 
wedding if this is a bad idea too. He remembers Wilbur’s words, weeks and weeks ago, 
telling him coldly that a relationship built on lies never lasts. And he should know. 


It’s probably just pre-game nerves, last-minute doubts. Fundamentally, he knows three things: 
one, Karl and Sapnap love him, two, he wants this marriage (as a statement as much as a 
declaration of love), and three, there’s no evidence or anything for Karl and Sapnap to ever 
find out that Quackity is a liar. So there should be no reason why he feels doubt and no 
reason why Wilbur should be believed. 


He looks different than he did when he married Schlatt. The naivety in his face has hardened 
into a severe look of wisdom (or paranoia-) and he’s thinner, too, from countless sleepless 
nights and the inevitable stress of founding a nation. Most striking, though, is the long scar 
stretching from his eyebrow down to his mouth. He used to hate the scar, as a reminder of his 
failures, but now he thinks of it more as a symbol of his endurance, his refusal to break in the 
face of brutality and fear. 


He might look different than the Quackity that married Schlatt, but he’s changed more on the 
inside than he ever could in his facade. That Quackity knew nothing of pain and fear, knew 
nothing of how it felt for a hand to wrap around his neck and squeeze so tightly that stars 
danced in his eyes and his vision blackened around the edge, knew nothing of what it felt like 
to kill, to feel a life end at his hands and his doing, nothing of what it felt like to balance at 
the edge of a building and for every voice in his head to scream for him to just fucking jump- 


But this Quackity did know. He’d lived through it all and more, and hell, there were still hard 
days, but his wins far outnumbered the times he’d lost, and he was better for it. Doubt didn’t 
have any place here today. This day was about love and about victory. 


Still, it wouldn’t hurt to be prepared for all eventualities. He slid open his drawer, rifling 
through it for what he was looking for. Eventually, his hands closed around cool steel, and he 
pulled out a wickedly sharp blade from his sink drawer. Just in case. Tucking it into his tux, 
he stepped into the shower. 


The altar where they’re going to get married is beautiful. Gleaming ivory pillars mark the 
four edges of the platform, with sheer, gauzy silk rippling over the top, casting the pavilion in 
shade. Violet flowers grow along the sides of the marble and decorate the podium where 
Slimecicle will officiate the wedding. 


Karl took great care in setting up the entire thing. Both Sapnap and Quackity offered to help, 
but Karl effectively told them “no chance in hell”, and arranged it all himself. Quackity 
admired the fruits of his labor dressed in his tux, accessorized with a dark blue tie and 
matching pocket square Karl had also picked out. 


“Do you like it?” Karl had asked shyly as he’d showed them around the night before. 
“It’s gorgeous, babe,” Quackity had murmured truthfully as Sapnap just stared in awe. 


“This is so pretty, Karl,” Sapnap had said finally. “I always figured I’d just get married at a 
bar or something.” 


“And that’s why I didn’t let you guys design it,” Karl said, rolling his eyes. “Anyway, you 
said Slimecicle is acting as the officiant?” 


“There’s no one else I’d rather it be,” Quackity said, “He’s one of my best friends. If that’s 
okay with you guys, of course.” 


“Yeah, of course,” Karl replied with a smile, squeezing his hand. “If you want it, we want it.” 


Now, in the light of day, the pavilion was even more stunning than he remembered, with 
sunlight streaming softly through the light silk. The area has been closed off from the rest of 
Las Nevadas, and is extremely private; they had all agreed on a small wedding. They’d tell 
the rest of the SMP after it was over. 


Quackity is the first one there, and he fusses around a little bit, checking that everything is in 
place, from the rings to the speeches to the flowers. Sapnap arrives next, decked out in his 
tux, his usually messy hair combed back. He smells faintly of cologne, and it’s vaguely 
familiar, even if Sapnap rarely wears it. They silently each review their vows as they wait for 
Karl and Slime. 


Quackity’s still a little nervous, but he feels better seeing that Sapnap clearly is too, if his 
incessantly bouncing leg and him constantly gnawing on his lip is any indication. Quackity 
can practically feel his anxiousness rippling off him in waves. Finally, he places a placating 
hand on his shoulder. “Chill, Sap,” He says fondly, “Everything’s gonna go great,” 


“But what if I forget what I’m supposed to say?” Sapnap groans, burying his face in his 
hands. 


“This isn’t like public speaking, Sap!” Quackity laughs. “It’s just... We’re just saying that we 
love each other. It’s literally gonna only be us.” 


“T know... I just- I don’t wanna do it wrong,” Sapnap admits. 


“T don’t think it’s possible for anything to go wrong. This day is going to be great, Sapnap.” 
Quackity assures. 


“Promise?” 


“Yeah,” Quackity agrees, hugging him tightly, tucking his head into the perfect space 
between Sapnap’s shoulder and neck, made just for him. He believes the words, the 
assurances he makes, even as he feels the knife tucked into his suit dig into his skin. He 
remembers its presence guiltily. Still, the knife is just a precaution. He just needs it if he’s 
going to feel safe. 


Karl arrives like a summer storm, smelling like flowers and his smile shining so brightly it 
hurts. He’s brought Slimecicle with him, and Quackity feels his nerves come back, despite 
the promises he just made to Sapnap. “Are you ready?” Karl says, practically bouncing, his 
smile stretching from ear to ear. Quackity sees the anxiousness fade from Sapnap’s face as he 
looks at Karl’s glowing expression, and he feels intense love for them both. 


It feels like drinking water after being parched in a desert, a breath of air after drowning. He’s 
missed this love with them, and it makes him dizzy to think it will be his forever, after today. 
Just as he’ ll be theirs. He feels his own matching smile bloom. “So ready,” He smiles, and 
means it. 


“Fair warning,” Karl begins, his eyes glittering silver, “This is probably going to be some 
sappy stuff. But hey- I’m a sappy person! You’re the ones who chose to marry me!” Sapnap 
is smiling at Karl dopily, and Quackity resists the urge to elbow him. Karl clears his throat, 
glancing at his notes. Quackity catches a glance of his calligraphy, fancy purple lettering 
detailing what he’s going to say. 


“Sapnap, I’ve been in love with you for forever.” His silver eyes settle on Sapnap, and 
Quackity can practically feel the love pulsing between them, impossible to ignore. He smiles, 
happy to witness it. “It happened slow, I think. It’s hard for me to say when you became more 
than a friend, because as a friend you meant so damn much to me. It might have been that 
night when we went stargazing in L’Manburg, and you held my hand and I just had never felt 
so happy. I remember looking at you and thinking: I don’t know what I would do without 
you. Because being with you felt like being home.” 


He turns to Quackity, and he realizes with a jolt that there’s just as much love in his eyes for 
Quackity as there was for Sapnap. “Q, I didn’t even realize there was something missing in 
my life until I met you. I don’t think I realized the true extent of what I was missing until we 
kissed and I was like: Oh fuck. Oh. Fuck.” A laugh spilled out of Quackity’s lips, 
unstoppable, and he felt tears shining in his eyes. “I think I fell in love with you all at once. I 
just kinda saw you one day, and I just realized that there’s a piece of me that will never be 
complete without you.” 


“And it was the best day of my life-” Karl’s eyes water with emotion, “When I found out the 
three of us were gonna work. I’ve always kinda been a true love person, and I just felt it, 
when it was the three of us. And yes, fuck, we’ve gone through some rough stuff! Nothing 
good ever comes easy. We lost Kinoko, the very thing Sap and I built for you, Q.” Quackity 
felt his heart sink. Karl continued on, oblivious. “And you spent months by yourself. But 
we’re here together now, and I wouldn’t trade it for the world.” 


Well, that was a revelation he’d unpack another day. Karl and Sapnap built Kinoko Kingdom 
for him? But- they hadn’t even invited him! He hated that stupid fucking kingdom. But- And 
ugh, he’d blown it up. It made his gut twist with something akin to guilt for the first time. 


“My turn,” Sapnap said, smiling nervously. He looked down at his flashcards, up at them, 
down again, and then dropped them to the floor. “Fuck it. I’m not very good at words, but 
what I wanna say is- fuck. Um, well, I’ve just never been very good at trusting people. And, 
y know, after everything that happened with Dream, everyone treated me like an enemy, or a 
threat. It was really strange, everyone treating me like I was- scary or something. And I felt- I 
felt like I was never gonna belong anywhere. But you two- you never made me feel like I was 
something to be afraid of. I’ve only ever felt like I was loved. I’ve never felt like I’ve had to 
hide, or change myself, and that was new for me. Good new. And I guess- I guess this is a 
thank you for being so awesome, and an I love you, and I can’t wait to spend my life with 
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you. 


Sapnap was also on the verge of tears by the time he finished, and Karl was full-on crying (he 
could, since he’d already done his speech, Quackity thought snippily), and Quackity was 
trying very hard to keep it together, even though he wanted to cry, both from the nice things 
they were saying and also the massive fucking guilt he was having trouble ignoring. 


Quackity sniffed, flipping through his own pre-prepared speech before admitting to himself 
that he definitely had the thing memorized. He’d spent a while deliberating over what to say. 
This, at least, he didn’t want to be a lie. He wanted his vows to them to be what he truly 
believed, none of this shit he manufactured. 


“I’ve never been good at love.” He admitted, finding it very difficult to meet their eyes. “At 
least with the right people. When I was with Schlatt, it felt like that was the only kind of love 
that existed. Love that- that hurt.” He was finding it difficult to speak past the lump in his 
throat. “But then I met you two, and wow, I’d never felt like that. Like love was synonymous 
with affection and care and gentleness. I was so scared that I was gonna ruin it, that I was 
always kind of waiting for something to go wrong. It felt like confirmation of what I’d 
always known, when I found out- or thought I found out- that you’d both moved on. That 
this- that it was too good to be true.” 


Okay, and now tears were literally streaming down his face. He wiped them on his sleeve 
furiously, trying to continue. “But then it wasn’t. And it was a mistake, and you- you did love 
me.” He took a shuddering breath. “I’ve been a bad person, at times. But I really, really 
wanted this to work. And god, you’re right, it’s been hard. But every time I look at you, I can 
feel it. And I know that it’s all worth it. And I- I love you both so much it hurts, sometimes. 
And like Sap said, I can’t fucking wait to spend my life with you two.” 


When he finishes, he feels relieved, like a weight has been lifted off his chest. The way 
they’re looking at him, he really does feel it. The love. (He’s all too aware of the knife 
strapped to his back, the lie he’s hiding, but he forces it down.) 


The three of them, still all crying, turn to Slimecicle. “We’re ready to do the rings, Slime,” 
Quackity sniffs, wiping his face again. 


Slimecicle beams at him. He was very pleased to be chosen as the wedding officiant, once 
Quackity explained the importance of the role, and how he’d love if Slime did it. “You may 
put the rings on Karl,” He says. Sapnap goes first, sliding a gold ring with a shiny red ruby 
onto Karl’s finger. Quackity goes next, sliding his silver ring with a sapphire gem onto Karl, 
who steals a kiss from him as he does it. 


Sapnap is next, and he feels his heart just may burst, seeing his glittering blue ring on both of 
their fingers. He’s last, and Slimecicle turns to him. “And now, you may put the rings on 
Quackity from Las Nevadas.” Karl smiled, but out of the corner of his eyes, Quackity sees 
Sapnap falter. 


“Sap, you okay?” Quackity asks. 

Sapnap ignores him, turning to Slimecicle. “Say- say what you just said again.” 

Slimecicle frowns. ““You may put the rings on Quackity?” 

“No, no.” Sapnap insists. “You- you called him Quackity from Las Nevadas.” 

“Tt’s just a nickname, Sap,” Quackity says nervously. “He’s the only one who calls me that.” 


Sapnap turns to him, eyes wide. “Wilbur called you that. When- when Kinoko blew up. 
Wilbur called you Quackity from Las Nevadas.” 


Quackity’s entire vision goes blank for a moment, dread gripping his chest. “I don’t know 
what you mean.” 


Sapnap is shaking. “I dream about it. All the time. I remember everything. And Wilbur- 
Wilbur called you Quackity from Las Nevadas. Someone- something’s wrong.” He turned to 
Slimecicle, his face grim. “He can’t be trusted.” 


Quackity’s instincts took over and he stepped in front of Slimecicle. There was no way he 
was letting Slime get hurt, not on his account. “Whatever you think you’ve figured out, 
Sapnap, you haven’t. Slimecicle’s done nothing wrong.” 


Sapnap grabbed Quackity and pulled him out of the way. “No! Slimecicle can’t be trusted! I 
promise you, it’s him. It- it wasn’t Wilbur! Slimecicle just said your name the exact same 
way Wilbur did the day Kinoko got blown up! Not just the words- the tone, the inflection, 
everything. Slimecicle is not who you think he is!” 


“He’s exactly who I think he is,”’ Quackity snarled. “He’s my best friend.” Sapnap turned to 
Slimecicle, eyes blazing. “Don’t fucking touch him!” 


“He’s lying!” Sapnap shouted. 
“PM LYING!” Quackity roared. “It was me, not Slimecicle! Don’t hurt him!” 


““.. What?” Sapnap said, his voice a whisper. ““What do you mean?” 


“T- I-” Quackity said, reality crashing back in, every fear instinct kicking in strong. “I 
promise it’s more complicated than that.” 


“Are you saying- you blew up Kinoko?” Karl said, speaking for the first time. “But that 
doesn’t make sense! You were right there!” 


“Tt- it was on a timer,” Quackity said numbly. “Wilbur did it. I just found out, but- I still- I let 
it happen.” 


“Tell me that’s not true, Q,” Karl pleaded, his eyes swimming with tears. “Why would you do 
that?” 


“T-” Quackity started, but Sapnap cut him off, eyes blazing. 
“You've been lying to us,” Sapnap snarled, “This entire time.” 


“I’m sorry!” Quackity pleaded, backing up as Sapnap stalked closer, fury lining every inch of 
his body. “I didn’t know what else to do!” 


“You are a liar.” Sapnap hissed, “And a coward, Quackity.” Quackity was being backed up 
into Karl, Sapnap growing closer. He felt hunted, his heart was pounding in his chest, the 
anger in Sapnap’s eyes matched the anger he’d known from Schlatt. “I can’t believe I ever 
trusted you. You’re just like him. You’re just like Schlatt.” 


Quackity froze. His vision went blank and then red, and he felt nauseous and sweaty. He- he 
wasn’t. He was horrible, yes, but he was nothing- He wasn’t- “Don’t say that!” He cried, 
fighting back for the first time. “I’m not-” 


Sapnap’s hand went up, maybe to shove him or maybe to grab him by the shirt, but all 
Quackity saw were flashes of memory of Schlatt’s fists, and he acted on instinct, every part 
of his screaming ‘not again not again not again’. Within a moment, he’d grabbed Karl as a 
shield and pulled out the knife in his shirt and held it to Karl’s throat. 


Everything froze. The moment was frozen in time: Sapnap, his fury fading to fear, Quackity’s 
face covered in tears, a trembling hand holding a knife, and Karl’s body pressed into his own, 
shock written over his face as his throat bobbed, catching on the blade. 


“Quackity-” Sapnap tried. 


“Don’t touch me,” Quackity sobbed, pressing the knife in deeper into Karl’s throat. He felt 
Karl’s full-body flinch and felt like he just might die. “Don’t touch me or I’ kill him.” 


“T’m not going to hurt you,” Sapnap said, fear written in every line of his face. “I’m not 
gonna touch you, Q.” 


“You were going to.” Quackity snarled. 


“Just put down the knife, Q, we can work this out.” Sapnap tried placatingly, his hands lifting 
in surrender. 


“T don’t trust you,” Quackity choked, his trembling hands accidentally cutting slightly into 
the soft flesh of Karl’s throat. 


“Quackity,” Karl sobbed, “Please, baby, you’re hurting me.” 
“T’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Quackity whispered into his hair. 


“Quackity, baby, I love you. I love you, I promise. Please stop. Put down the knife,” Karl 
said, and Quackity could feel Karl’s tears as they fell onto his arm. 


“T don’t wanna hurt you, Karl,” Quackity promised, squeezing his eyes shut. 


“Q, listen,” Sapnap told him. “I’m going to walk over there, to that wall. And when I get 
there, you’re going to let Karl go. I won’t hurt you, I promise. We’ll leave, okay? We’ll leave 
the city.” 


“Okay,” Quackity breathed. Sapnap retreated slowly, every movement deliberate. It felt like 
an eternity until he was up against the wall, next to the door. He was having trouble 
breathing, and his vision was blurring in and out of focus. He was running on pure adrenaline 
and instincts now, incapable of rational thought. 


“Okay, now you let Karl go,” Sapnap called. His arm trembling, Quackity did as he was told. 
As soon as he was free, Karl ran, sprinted to Sapnap’s side, his sobs echoing across the 
pavilion. Quackity felt like he was going to puke. He only got a glimpse of his fiances’ as 
they left through the door as he sank to his knees, trembling and crying. 


“Ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod,” He whispered, his whole body shaking. “T- I-” It was 
impossible to articulate what he’d done. It had all gone so horribly wrong, and there was 
really no way to fix this now. He’d- they had just gotten married. He’d told them how much 
he loved them. And then, and then everything had been brought to light. All of Quackity’s 
lies. Sapnap had gotten so angry Quackity thought he was going to hit him and- he should 
have never brought the knife. That was the tipping point. The point of no return. There was 
no recovering from this now. Nothing could fix what he’d done. 


His relationship with Karl and Sapnap, which had never been better just twenty minutes ago, 
was now irrevocably shattered. Over. Done. Finished. 


And once again, Quackity was alone. There was never anyone who would be able to look 
past this- not that they should. Quackity was a monster. He’d held a knife to his fiance’s 
throat and threatened to kill him. That was irredeemable. It might have started as self- 
defense, but he couldn’t rationalize what he’d done. 


Wilbur had promised, months ago in a dungeon, that’d he’d ruin Quackity, but in the end, 
Quackity had done that himself. 


He was vaguely aware of Slimecicle apologizing. “I’m so sorry, Quackity from Las Nevadas, 
[e” 


“This is not your fault,” Quackity said firmly. “It wasn’t. It was most definitely mine. But 
even if it wasn’t, I never would have let them hurt you. Okay, Slime?” 


“Okay,” And then, softer: “Thank you.” 


He stood up, knowing where he was going even as he tried to deny it to himself. Because 
there was only one person he’d ever gone to when he felt desperate and only one person who 
ever seemed to understand him. He’d tried to hide it, tried to tell himself that he wasn’t truly 
a wicked, bad person, but he was. And there was only one person who would love him 
despite that. 


Before long, he was deep in the bowels of Las Nevadas, the air clinging to him hot and dank 
and muggy. He arrived at a cell, his hands still trembling as he unlocked it. It was the end of 
an era, the beginning of something new. He was terrified, but it was exhilarating too. It was 
playing with fire, but Quackity had always been good at that. 


Wilbur watched him warily. “Why are you here?” He asked. 


“You were right,” Quackity replies shakily. “Nothing built on lies ever lasts.” He wished he’d 
paid attention to that scrap of wisdom, spared himself the pain. Who was he kidding? 
Someone like him could never end up with Karl and Sapnap. They were too good, he was too 
twisted. 


“But you were also right about something else,” He admits. And this was the hardest to say, 
because he’d denied it for the longest. “You were also right about us. I want you. And I want 
to destroy the world with you, like you promised. That is, if you still want to.” He still 
remembered Wilbur’s promise to him, twisted with threats and fragments of love and fire and 
brimstone. Being with someone like Wilbur was never going to be easy, but he was the only 
one who’d never rejected Quackity. He’d accepted every piece of him, even the parts that 
Quackity didn’t want to acknowledge. 


Wilbur rose to his feet, his tattered coat clinging to his thin form. He looked Quackity in the 
eyes, and Quackity felt it: the danger and the irony and softness and death that clung to him. 
What made him so terrifying and alluring all at once. Wilbur didn’t answer him in words, he 
didn’t need to. He pulled Quackity into a kiss that still tasted like cigarettes and that was 
answer enough. 
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Into The Inferno 
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Honestly, Wilbur was more focused on the kiss than the explosion. He heard the noise, 
felt the burning heat against his skin, but most of his attention was fixed on the chapped 
lips pressed against his own. It was as passionate and hateful as it had been the first 
time, like Quackity wanted to kill him even as he slid his hand into the waistband of 
Wilbur’s trousers. 


Wilbur couldn’t pretend that he didn’t find the whole thing incredibly attractive. He 
liked Quackity hating him just as much as he liked Quackity whispering soft things in 
between gentle kisses. He liked Quackity whispering foul things into his ear as the fire 
they’d set and lit together raged behind them. 


Chapter Notes 


CWs: sexual content (ehe), and mentioned past abuse 


I hope you enjoy :D 
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It was his first time seeing the sun in weeks. It burned his eyes, practically scorched his 
retinas straight out of his fucking head, but he was too busy delighting in the warmth on his 
skin to care about such a petty discomfort. Wilbur allowed himself to stand there, vulnerable, 
eyes streaming as they adjusted to being in something other than darkness, and just soak up 
the sunlight. It was heavenly, gracing every inch of him with a feeling of peace, warming up 
the parts of him he’d thought would never recover from the chill. 


Quackity watched him silently, through one dark eye and one pale grey. He could feel 
Quackity’s gaze picking him apart, and he could feel the guilt there too. It was his fault, after 
all, that Wilbur had spent seven weeks in a Las Nevadas dungeon in near solitary 
confinement. Luckily, Wilbur had a lot of practice with that. 


He wasn’t really one to forgive and forget, as it were, but he wouldn’t hold it against 
Quackity for his actions. Not that action, at least. Wilbur had betrayed him, planting TNT 
under Las Nevadas, and he had to live with the consequences. And Quackity had been fair 
enough, Wilbur likely would have done the same, in his position. 


He allowed himself a minute to just stand there before collecting himself, wiping away the 
tears and rolling his neck. He gave Quackity a small smile that was acknowledged with a 
matching quirk of his lips. “What would you like to do first?” Quackity asked. Wilbur could 
tell something was different with him. There was a look in his eyes that indicated he was not 
wholly there, he was still... processing. What that was, Wilbur couldn’t be sure. 


Wilbur sniffed, taking in Las Nevadas’s West Side. A scrappier part of town, to be sure. And 
it was a whole lot colder now than when he’d been locked away. “Shower,” He decided. He 
was so fucking grimy, it was honestly disgusting. He needed a good shower and a good 
shave, cutting off thick stubble once a week with a dull razor on no mirror didn’t count. The 
patchy beard look wasn’t one that he wore well. 


Quackity stifled a small smile at his choice and began leading him through the city to 
somewhere that Wilbur could shower. Wilbur didn’t want to be so presumptuous as to assume 
he was going to Quackity’s house, but really, Quackity had said he wanted to get with Wilbur. 
Officially. He had to suppress a small smile at that. 


God, he’d meant it when he said he wanted to rule the world with Q. He wanted to bring the 
SMP to its fucking knees, wanted to raze it to the ground, wanted to kiss Quackity in the 
ashes. 


Indeed, Quackity did lead Wilbur to his private penthouse, which looked exactly the same as 
when he’d last seen it. His eyes swept over the room, looking for any clues of things that 
might have changed in his absence, or insight into what had occurred. 


He wasn’t naive, he knew something must have changed Quackity’s mind about him. And 
something must have gotten rid of those pesky fiances’ Quackity couldn’t forget about. 
Wilbur, of course, hadn’t missed the fact that Quackity was dressed in one of the nicest tuxes 
he’d ever seen, even if it was disheveled. 


“You know where the shower is,” Quackity said, gesturing vaguely. “I’m going to change.” 
Wilbur caught his chin as he turned. 


“Hey,” He smiled, his face inches from Quackity. After a moment, a genuine smile was 
returned to him, and Wilbur kissed him briefly, just because he was now allowed such things, 
before breaking the kiss and heading to the shower. 


“Prick!” Quackity called after him, but there was no heat behind his words. 


Wilbur took the opportunity to assess what he knew as he scrubbed layers of grime off in 
Quackity’s expensive marble shower that probably cost as much as everything Wilbur had 
ever owned combined. (Wilbur could get used to this sort of luxury, hot water, and multiple 
showerheads, and soap imported from the other side of the continent if Wilbur was 
remembering his spices correctly.) 


Anyways, back to the matter at hand. It was rather painful to think about, but if Wilbur had to 
bet (not that he was much of a betting man himself) he would say Quackity was supposed to 
get married today. It was the tux, his fiances’ missing rings, and also the look of vacancy 


whenever Quackity thought he wasn’t looking. There was clearly a lot on his mind, and he 
was still thinking about it all. 


It also made sense. Why else would his fiances’ suddenly be totally gone if not a wedding 
gone amiss? What had Quackity said? He’d quoted something Wilbur had told him a while 
ago, about how relationships built on lies were doomed to failure. Maybe his fiances’ had 
found out what he’d done. How Quackity had played a crucial role in Kinoko’s ultimate 
destruction. 


A smile played on his lips just thinking about it, thinking of Quackity blowing up that 
goddamn kingdom, ruining it beyond repair. Blowing it up with Wilbur’s own placed TNT. 
There was something undeniably sexy about the idea of Quackity razing it to the fucking 
ground. 


He focused on scrubbing himself with soap to avoid distraction. 


By the time he managed to haul himself out of the deliciously warm shower, he was pretty 
sure he had a good guess about what had occurred. If he knew anything about Quackity (and 
he did), it was that he would be going through a lot of emotional turmoil, and was likely to be 
volatile. It was the only way he’d ever make the decision to release Wilbur, but it also meant 
that he was just as likely to kick him out in the next few hours if Wilbur didn’t tread lightly. 


Quackity was lying on his massive bed staring up at the ceiling when Wilbur stepped into the 
room, his hair still drying and a towel wrapped around his waist. He looked over when 
Wilbur walked in, and Wilbur didn’t miss the way Quackity’s eyes swept appreciatively over 
him, or the way they paused at the gap the towel didn’t quite cover. 


“Whatcha looking at, Q?” He teased, letting his hand brush the towel open enough that it 
could be an accident. 


Quackity tore his gaze away, looking up at Wilbur’s eyes. “We need to talk.” 


Wilbur sighed, flopping down face-down onto the mattress beside him. “I know. But about 
what?” He was allowed to be a bit childish, and this bed was so fucking comfy. Sue him, he’d 
slept on a dungeon floor for nearly two months. 


“What do you mean?” 


“T mean, are we talking about why you let me out of prison, what you told me a few weeks 
ago about Schlatt, are we talking about your fiances, or that thing Slimecicle let slip, or our 
future, or your wedding or what?” Wilbur listed, turning to face Quackity. 


Quackity blinked in surprise. “Slime- what? Wait, how did you know about the wedding?” 
“Wasn’t too hard to piece together,” Wilbur shrugged, suspicions confirmed. 


“Huh. What was the thing Slime told you?” Quackity asked, a furrow in his brows. Wilbur let 
his hand idly trace Quackity’s exposed knee. 


“Tt was an accident. And we’ll talk about it. We'll talk about all this stuff, Q.” Wilbur blinked 
up at him earnestly. “Because I want to be with you, and I’m going to need to prove a lot to 
you. I haven’t given you so many great reasons to trust me, so I’m going to work on that, 
okay? And we’ll talk about it. We’ll talk about everything. But clearly, something’s on your 
mind so we’ll start with that.” 


Quackity exhaled, looking down at Wilbur. One of his hands drifted to Wilbur’s hair and 
began petting it gently. It had been weeks, really, since Wilbur had had any human contact, 
and the simple feeling of another person’s hand in his hair made him squeak in surprise. 
Quackity blinked at him, a smile growing on his face. ““Who woulda thought that the great 
Wilbur Soot would be so affected by some hair petting?” He teased. 


“Well, excuse me, I’ve been locked in fucking solitary for two months.” Wilbur jabbed, a hint 
of anger cutting through. 


“Right,” Quackity said, smile fading and hand pulling away. 


“We'll talk about that too,” Wilbur assured, grabbing Quackity’s hand and putting it back in 
his hair. His fingers began to move again, albeit tentatively, and it felt like heaven. “But you 
go first.” 


“Okay,” Quackity sighed. “Well, I was going to have a wedding. As you figured out. It- I 
dunno, it didn’t feel quite right. I was lying to them, obviously. But also-” He felt Quackity 
tense, and then make a conscious effort to relax again. Whatever he was saying must be hard 
to admit, either to himself or Wilbur. “But also, I don’t think they ever fully understood me. 
Or even realized there was more to understand.” 


“T just kinda felt like- I mean, I’ve been living with all this shit from Schlatt, and as much as I 
fucking hate it, it affects me! Like, I just can’t live as if it never happened.” Quackity blinked 
rapidly, his hands tightening unconsciously in Wilbur’s hair. “And with them, it also felt like 
I had to hide it, because that was something that they’d never be able to understand. It didn’t 
matter that they were nice, they just never got the part of me that healed raw and ugly. Never 
knew how to handle it. Their response was always just to- to back off. Pretend it never 
happened. When sometimes, I dunno, I guess it needs to be talked about. And I need some 
sort of support that isn’t just ignoring it and leaving me to deal with it, y’ know?” 


Wilbur kept quiet, letting him speak. “And, maybe you’ve figured this out already, but they 
realized what I did. With Kinoko. And Sapnap-” Quackity swallowed as if the name was 
nearly too difficult to say. “I thought he was going to hurt me. He- he wouldn’t. I think. But I 
thought he would, and I just reacted on instinct and threatened to hurt Karl if he hurt me, and 
there was no going back.” Quackity’s free hand was tapping his knee anxiously. “I just can’t 
keep lying, and I can’t keep pretending that the systematic a-abuse that Schlatt put me 
through didn’t affect me.” He finished, not meeting Wilbur’s eyes. 


“Q,” Wilbur asked, as gentle as he could, “Can I hold you?” Quackity nodded, and Wilbur 
wrapped his arms around Quackity, holding him tightly. Quackity didn’t cry, just trembled a 
bit in his arms, clinging onto Wilbur for dear life. Wilbur rubbed soothing circles into his 
back. “You’re so brave, Q,” He whispered. “I don’t care what you did, and I don’t care what 


people tell you, you’re so fucking brave for living through what you did and continuing to 
live after, even when it was hard.” At this, Quackity let out a choked sob. 


“Promise you’re not going to use this against me?” Quackity whispered. 


“Never,” Wilbur promised fiercely, holding him tighter, “Never, never, never.” Quackity 
relaxed a little in his grip, releasing a shuddering sigh. “I’m never going to do anything 
against you again, everything destructive I do will be towards our enemies, Q. Not you. 
You’re not my enemy.” Wilbur whispered into his neck. 


“Can’t do any more emotions today,” Quackity said, detaching from Wilbur’s hug and 
scrubbing his face fiercely. “I wanna go do something. Something big. Something...” 


“Explosive?” Wilbur guessed. He knew how it felt to want to destroy things when everything 
was out of control. Sometimes it felt like the only way to move on was to fucking ruin 
something and then build something better in the wake of the destruction. When things 
couldn’t be fixed, sometimes the best thing to do was to move on. 


Quackity nodded. “Y’know I have just the thing... There’s this wedding altar on fifth avenue 
that’s looking real blow-up-able.” Wilbur couldn’t stop his grin from turning feral. 


A cigarette clenched between his teeth, Wilbur finished placing the rest of the TNT. It 
probably wasn’t the smartest idea to go back to smoking right after he’d finally gotten 
through all the withdrawal again, but everyone had their vices, and Wilbur was entitled to a 
little comfort now and again. The rolled nicotine between his lips was a steadying force, 
taking the edge off the things wearing down on him. 


He stood up, admiring his work. It was a small area, so he’d estimated six blocks of 
explosives would be enough, but he’d added a seventh in the middle just to be sure. They 
were all rigged to a single detonator that Quackity was idly examining, refusing to look at the 
altar. 


The altar was beautiful, truly. Creamy marble pillars and white gauzy silk and violet flowers. 
A gorgeous space for people to declare their love for each other and pledge to spend their 
lives together. (There were several drops of blood on the floor- Wilbur wondered whose.) 


Wilbur walked back to Quackity, giving a final check-over to everything. “Ready?” He 
asked, watching Quackity fiddle with the detonator. “Y’ know, we can always come back 
another day.” He said earnestly. If Quackity wasn’t ready to do this, they had all the time in 
the world. 


“No,” Quackity replied firmly. “I want to. It has to be now.” He held Wilbur’s hand tightly as 
they backed away a respectable distance. Close enough that they’d see it, feel the raw, 
destructive power rippling through the air, but far enough that they wouldn’t be killed in the 
blast. Quackity grabbed the back of his head, pulling him into a rough kiss as he pressed the 
detonator. Wilbur couldn’t read the expression on his face, but he felt the urgency, the near 
desperation in Quackity’s kiss. He returned it in kind as the world blew up around them. 


Honestly, Wilbur was more focused on the kiss than the explosion. He heard the noise, felt 
the burning heat against his skin, but most of his attention was fixed on the chapped lips 
pressed against his own. It was as passionate and hateful as it had been the first time, like 
Quackity wanted to kill him even as he slid his hand into the waistband of Wilbur’s trousers. 
Behind them, the explosion had turned into a fire. It was relatively safe, considering they 
were surrounded by stone; it would likely burn itself out. 


Still, Wilbur couldn’t pretend that he didn’t find the whole thing incredibly attractive. He 
liked Quackity hating him just as much as he liked Quackity whispering soft things in 
between gentle kisses. He liked Quackity whispering foul things into his ear as the fire they’d 
set and lit together raged behind them. 


Quackity walked him back against a wall, and Wilbur let himself be walked, a grin growing 
despite the fact he tried to suppress it. One of Quackity’s hands worked its way up into 
Wilbur’s hair and yanked it none too gently. “What are you smiling about?” Quackity purred 
into Wilbur’s ear. Despite himself, Wilbur groaned; he’d always been more sensitive to hair- 
pulling than he wanted to let on. 


When Quackity’s lips touched Wilbur’s throat and began to suck a big purple mark, Wilbur 
was gone hook, line, and sinker. His eyes rolled up and a moan slipped through his clenched 
teeth. Quackity glanced up at him in surprise, his mouth curling into a feral grin. “I do 
suppose it has been a while since you’ve gotten any,” He said wickedly, tracing the column of 
Wilbur’s throat with a long finger. 


Wilbur could only reply with a whimper. 


Quackity returned his attention to Wilbur’s neck, nipping at the soft skin there, and Wilbur 
reached down, fumbling with Quackity’s belt buckle, palming Quackity’s growing erection. 
He was met with a bite to his neck, and he yelped, subconsciously lifting his neck to provide 
Quackity better access. Quackity rolled his hips against Wilbur’s, and Wilbur was gone, 
gone, gone, grabbing onto Quackity as he shuddered. Not an orgasm, but he was already on 
the verge (fuck him and his lack of self control-) 


“Please,” He whimpered into Quackity’s ear, trying to regain control of himself despite the 
steady assault to his neck. Pleasure was building up everywhere: where Quackity was kissing 
and biting his neck, the skin Quackity was touching, the rolls of Quackity’s hips. 


“Please what?” Quackity asked, nipping the skin right above Wilbur’s collarbone, clearly 
enjoying watching Wilbur squirm. 


Wilbur fumbled again with Quackity’s pants, trying to wiggle away from the hold Quackity 
had him in. “Please let me suck you off,” He managed weakly. 


Quackity finally leaned away, looking up at him was amused eyes. “That’s what you want? I 
was literally getting you all worked up and you want to suck me off?” It was the sneer that 
did Wilbur in, the way Quackity’s hand fisted in the material of his shirt. “Pathetic.” 


Wilbur dropped to his knees, eager to worship. Always fucking eager, when it came to 
Quackity. Above or beneath him, he always stepped away with his head spinning and stars in 


his eyes. Quackity wasn’t perfect, of course not, but he was exactly what Wilbur wanted: 
manipulative and cruel pieces included. 


Sapnap and Karl had been too stupid to see how special Quackity was, but he, Wilbur 
appreciated Quackity in his entirety. (He was well-aware that jealousy was not a good look 
on him, but it always inevitably reared its ugly head when it came to lovers.) 


Quackity grabbed his chin roughly, startling him out of his thoughts. He finished the work 
that Wilbur had started and undid his own pants, letting his erection spring free. Wilbur didn’t 
need any encouragement, the moment his chin was released he went for it. He was too 
worked up for his usual moves, his usual teasing, he went straight on and bobbed his head 
like his life depended on it. 


He still knew what Quackity liked and did his best to perform; taking him straight to the back 
of the throat and looking up at him as the tears began to collect in eyes with a look of pure 
adoration. Much to his surprise, Quackity was looking back at him similarly. Behind the 
veneer of dominance, there was not only contentment in his gaze but also something akin to 
love. 


It probably wasn’t love, because it was Quackity who never loved easy (not when it came to 
Wilbur, not anymore), but maybe something more similar to ‘like’, which Wilbur would take. 


Quackity’s hand tightened in his hair, and he began to thrust more insistently, making Wilbur 
gag and the tears spill over his cheeks. “Tap out if you need to,” Quackity reminded, but 
Wilbur had zero intentions of doing so, even as his brain became a bit fuzzy at the edges. 
(Maybe this was why he smoke and drank and sucked dick: he liked not having to think too 
much.) 


Before long, Quackity choked out a warning and his name in the same breath and Wilbur was 
swallowing, his vision coming back into focus as he sucked in air. “You okay down there?” 
Quackity asked, almost gently. Beside a rager boner, Wilbur was just fine, so he nodded, 
standing shakily to his feet. 


It was hardly a moment before Quackity was slamming him into the wall again. “My turn,” 
He whispered, and Wilbur melted in his arms. Quackity’s hand slid into his pants and 
wrapped firmly around his dick. Wilbur buried his head in Quackity’s shoulder, whimpering. 


Quackity’s hand moved expertly, sliding up and down and skimming over Wilbur’s tip, right 
where he was most sensitive. He cried out into Quackity’s shoulder, white-hot pleasure 
shooting through him. “Please, please, please, oh god,” He cried, embarrassment 
overshadowed by the pleasure. Quackity jerked his hand a few more times, bringing Wilbur 
right to the edge before stopping abruptly, gripping the base tightly to prevent Wilbur from 
coming. “Quackity, Q, please.” 


Quackity tsked and began again, repeating the motions until Wilbur was rutting desperately 
to his hand, all other thoughts besides ‘Quackity’ vanished in an instant. He was again on the 
verge of tears, whimpering a mess of pleas and moans directly into Quackity’s ears, which 
were ignored as Quackity again brought him to the edge and then didn’t let him spill over. He 
truly began to cry now, sobs bubbling up in his chest as he pleaded. 


Quackity whispered an “Okay?” and when Wilbur gave a rushed “yes” went right back to 
teasing and Wilbur went right back to begging. Two more times Quackity edged him, playing 
with Wilbur as a cat might with a mouse. Wilbur was overstimulated and everything was 
fuzzy and so fucking good, white-hot pleasure bubbling up in his stomach to a point where it 
was nearly unbearable. Quackity undid him again and again until he finally whispered: 
“Good job, baby,” And with a final jerk of his hand Wilbur came in his pants with a hoarse 
cry, his brain shorting out. 


He was woozy, his brain sticky and muddled, and the inside of his pants was the former too, 
and Quackity led him carefully out and back into Las Nevadas, headed directly for his 
apartment. By then, the fire had died down to just embers, leaving Quackity’s wedding altar 
just burning wreckage. Fitting, since his marriage had gone up into flames, Wilbur thought 
dizzily. 


Within minutes, they were back at Quackity’s penthouse and Quackity was drawing a bath 
quietly. He wasn’t drawn in on himself as he had been at the beginning of their trysts, but he 
was quiet, watching Wilbur out of the corner of his eyes. They didn’t speak until they were 
both in the bath, the warmth seeping into Wilbur’s bones and relaxing his muscles. 


Sleepily, Wilbur entwined their fingers. “Is this for real?” He asked quietly. Softly. Wilbur 
was always more vulnerable and open after sex. More willing to ask questions he usually 
liked to avoid. 


Quackity lazily kissed him. Nothing more, just an expression of affection. “I sure hope so.” 
He grinned. 


“T just- I just don’t know how this is supposed to work,” Wilbur admitted. “I want it too, I 
really do. But I- I’ve never had a real relationship. And you...” He trailed off guiltily. 


“T’ve never had a relationship that’s lasted.” Quackity finished for him, frowning. “I admit, 
I’ve kind of got a lineup of exes that haven’t worked out for various reasons, but that doesn’t 
mean this won’t work out.” When he saw Wilbur still wasn’t reassured, he added: “Look, 
I’ve got trust issues, you’ve got reasons to not be trusted. But. If we both want this to work, 
and we’re both willing to make sacrifices to prove to each other that we mean it, then I don’t 
think it’s impossible. I think we have a pretty good shot, actually.” 


Wilbur kissed him. He didn’t think he’d ever grow tired of this: living with and loving 
Quackity. Maybe they were both bad people to the core, but neither of them were incapable 
of love. And if they were walking straight into the inferno, well, they’d walk in together, 
hand in hand. 
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Quackity: 


Quackity’s character is generally the perspective I tend to write from, and thus I’ve probably 
thought about him the most. First and foremost, he feels the need to be in control, and that’s 
what spurs his dedication to Las Nevadas and his constant battle for dominance with Wilbur. 
We particularly see this in the “Devils Hide Behind Redemption”, when Quackity explains to 
Wilbur everything he’s done (ie. blowing up Kinoko), all in a bid for control over his life and 
the people in it. When he’s thinking about his issues, he’s always problem-solving, 
particularly in a way that will give him the most control over his situation. I’ve headcannoned 
that Quackity’s need for control was always an aspect of his personality which lead him to 
governance, but it was greatly exacerbated by his relationship with Schlatt and always feeling 
helpless. 


Another important aspect of Quackity’s character is his need for love. Quackity has had a lot 
of relationships canonically (Eret, Schlatt, Karl and Sapnap, and he’s flirted with many 
others) and I’ve written him as always seeking companionship. Although his friendships are 
important to him (such as when he more recently protected Slimecicle when Sapnap thought 
Slime was a traitor), he craves the closeness of a relationship, which spurs many of his 
desicions. 


These relationships from the past have affected Quackity’s present life a lot, especially his 
relationship with Schlatt. I’ve written c!Schlatt as an abusive partner, and this has changed 
Quackity’s way of thinking. Due to Schlatt, he suffers from PTSD, and it manifests through 
panic attacks, nightmares, disassociation, smoking dependency, and an inability to do certain 


things he was able to do before (ie. drink alcohol, have penetrative sex, sometimes rendering 
him unable to have sex at all) which have been referenced throughout the series. An example 
of how this still affects him is when Quackity assumes Sapnap is going to hurt him when he’s 
angry in “Til Death Do Us Part” and reacts in a way (that while explainable) only causes 
more damage. 


From Sapnap and Karl, he’s also gained a fear of abandonment, which is what partly spurs 
the decision to release Wilbur in the most recent chapter; he knows Wilbur is the one person 
who will never leave him. Continuously throughout his relationship in the series with Karl 
and Sapnap, he wants them to always be more in love with him, wants them to do the asking. 
This is because he doesn’t want to be abandoned again, and so he makes these precautions. 


Another thing Quackity often struggles with is sharing his emotions. He thinks about them a 
lot, but he rarely voices what he feels, and this is partly what led to the issues that occurred 
with Sapnap and Karl. He views crying as weak (again, leftover conditioning from Schlatt), 
and has occasionally used tears as a form of manipulation to Sapnap in particular (which I'll 
get more into later from Sapnap’s perspective). 


Particularly earlier in the series, Quackity often denies that what occurred with Schlatt was 
abuse. He recognizes it was bad, and dislikes Schlatt, but was initially hesitant to admit that 
what was going on was deeper, which is partly what made his admission to Wilbur in “Love 
and Ruins” so important. (Additionally, I’m flirting with the idea of writing an epilogue 
chapter which is essentially a flashback to his time with Schlatt, but I think it might be very 
intense. If anyone is interested in that, please let me know in the comments!) 


In several chapters where Quackity argues with various characters (especially with Sapnap, 
because they’re the most argumentative characters I’ve written), Quackity has to actively 
remind himself that the person he’s arguing with isn’t going to hurt him. However, when in 
an argument he doesn’t pull his punches. In much of his other life, Quackity spends a lot of 
time accommodating the emotions of the people he’s interacting with (another habit from 
Schlatt, having to constantly worry about angering him), but when he argues, he often aims 
for eliciting anger versus just trying to get his point across. 


Another thing a few of you have asked me to address in the comments is Quackity being 
suicidal. This was before the series (ie. he’s never actively suicidal in the series, but it’s 
mentioned a few times). Quackity deeply fears being alone, and being abandoned by Sapnap 
and Karl was a shattering blow. At that point, he would have still been struggling with PTSD 
(which would have been worse since Schlatt had only recently died), and I think the 
combination of these things is what drove Quackity to become that unhappy. I also think the 
constant pressure of work would have been an additional factor. 


Finally, throughout the series, Quackity gravitates between villainy and a person who was put 
through too much and is just dealing with the fallout. He’s definitely had some shitty things 
happen to him, and he often struggles with doing the right thing. In one of the major 
decisions Quackity had to make in this series about the TNT under Kinoko Kingdom, he 
chose the selfish answer. This is not to say that Quackity is a horrible person, but he does 
tend to err on the side of villainy. However, none of the things he does are expressly to hurt 


other people, but rather for his own gain or peace of mind. While this doesn’t justify his 
actions, it definitely sets him apart from villains like Schlatt. 


Wilbur: 


Wilbur could be my favorite character (despite the fact that he’s the hardest to write), and 
that’s because he’s just a little bit more evil than everyone else. He definitely leans into the 
darker side of “morally gray”. Wilbur is analytical, witty, cunning, fast-talking, and his brain 
is always moving. In the chapters written from his perspective, he’s always piecing together 
what’s going on, his mind is always moving. He stays ahead by always knowing things he’s 
not supposed to and knowing people better than they know themselves. And of course, his 
utter lack of morals often makes him a reprehensible character. 


Despite this, Wilbur has some redeeming qualities. It’s obvious from his perspective that he’s 
pretty enamored with Quackity (even if his form of expressing that is placing TNT under his 
crush’s city lmao), and his (questionable) ethics do seem to shine through when it matters. 
He’s a good listener, and he offers some pretty decent advice to Quackity throughout the 
series. 


Since we don’t know what c!Revivebur’s plans for the future are, I made them intentionally 
ambiguous, focusing mainly on his are with Quackity. Still, throughout his chapters he is 
constantly scheming, and despite his crush on Quackity that eventually develops into love 
later on, he seems unable to help but to manipulate him. For example, we find out in 
“Ultimatum” that Wilbur was the one who arranged Sapnap’s visit (in “Not Done With You 
Yet”) and pretty much orchestrated the entire conversation and worsened their relationship 
without having to say a word. 


For the most part, Wilbur is unique from the other characters because he is exactly who he 
wants to be. While the other characters spend quite a bit of time reflecting on their flaws, 
Wilbur only ever thinks of solving problems and making plans. It’s not that he thinks he’s 
perfect, but he’s always thinking about what he can gain instead of what he should improve. 


The only part of himself that he is not in control of is the part that was changed by the Train 
Station. The Train Station is potentially the one thing that Wilbur truly fears, and he has 
nightmares, flashbacks, moments of confusion where he doesn’t know where he is, and often 
uses self-harm as a method for coping with this. He and Quackity both have pretty severe 
trauma, however Wilbur mostly suppresses his. Since Wilbur likes to be in control of his own 
mind and his own emotions, he turns to physical pain to overwhelm emotional pain when he 
needs to. Wilbur’s reaction to his trauma regarding the Train Station is probably most evident 
when Quackity first locks Wilbur up after the events of “Ultimatum”, where he spends nearly 
two months in solitary confinement. 


In “Sentimental, Soot?”, Quackity accuses Wilbur of nostalgia over L’Manburg. Wilbur 
accepts that as true, also having mentioned earlier in the chapter that “On nights when his 
resolve was weaker, he could half-close his eyes and pretend the glowing lights were 
L’manburg.” While Wilbur never expresses regret over L’Manburg during the series, he does 
miss it, and also glosses over the uglier pieces of its history in favor of fonder memories. In 


my writing, this is also a result of the Train Station; for Wilbur to cope with being there, he 
needed to prove to himself that it was worth it and that he died to save L’ Manburg, his 
wonderful country. 


Another thing that I think is important to note is how different Wilbur was before he died. He 
started off as the shining leader of a shining country, and his fall from grace was one of the 
most interesting character arcs we’ve seen in the SMP. While Wilbur is a very different 
person in the events of this series than he was then, there are subtle nods to the old, good 
L’Manburg Wilbur, particularly shining through with his empathy and love towards Quackity. 


Sapnap: 


I’ve only written from Sapnap’s POV for one chapter (Lonely Nights), but his emotions and 
the way he acts effects the story. I never really get into his relationship with Dream, but in 
“Lonely Nights” its mentioned a few times. In this story, he was very close with Dream 
originally, but starting in L Manburg and thereforth, Dream became very controlling of 
Sapnap and George and demanded things from them that were very emotionally difficult for 
them to provide. For example, Sapnap mentions that he was used to controlling his emotions 
in front of Dream (because Dream demanded excellence from them, and emotion got in the 
way of that), and he finds it difficult to now express his emotions. This in particular affects a 
lot of the way he acts. 


The most obvious effect is that Sapnap isn’t as good at expressing emotions as the others. He 
often plays the role of the comforter in their relationship, and both Quackity and Karl turn to 
him for support (which he is good at providing), but when it comes to addressing his own 
emotions, he has a lot of trouble. 


Another outcome is his reaction to others’ emotions. Quackity has noted a few times in the 
series that Sapnap is weak to tears, and therefore uses it to provoke sympathy, especially 
when he might be angry at Quackity (ie. in the aftermath of the explosion in “Devils Hide 
Behind Redemption” and “The Temptation of Sin” after a particularly fierce argument). Due 
to the fact he is unused to expressing emotion, he feels much greater empathy when other 
people do. 


A different result of his relationship with Dream is the way he argues. Like Quackity, he is 
very argumentative and says things he doesn’t always mean in favor of getting the other to 
exhibit an angry reaction. This is because for Sapnap, the only emotion Dream would express 
to him and George was anger, and so it became second nature for Sapnap to try and anger his 
opponent in an argument. Unfortunately, since both Quackity and Sapnap have this trait, it 
led to some very ugly arguments and showed elements of both of the bad relationships they 
had been in before. 


Finally, and arguably the most important way Sapnap handles emotions to the Karlnapity 
relationship was his tendency to back off when things go wrong. Because he was always left 
to handle his emotions on his own when he was with Dream and George, he unwittingly does 
the same thing with Quackity and Karl, which often allows things to reach a boiling point. 
Additionally, after an occurrence of someone expressing a negative emotion, Sapnap will 


often pretend like it didn’t happen. From his perspective, he hopes to avoid people feeling 
bad about sharing something, but to others, it can seem like a disinterest. Finally, Quackity 
has pointed out that Sapnap often treats him as fragile and never pushes him but rather leaves 
him to flounder in his own emotions. Of course, Sapnap is not a therapist, but he does not 
address feelings unless expressly told to which often leads to miscommunication between the 
trio. 


Sapnap has the hugest heart, and desperately wants his trio to be happy, but he always longs 
for simpler times that no longer exist. Although he tries, he never fully understands 
Quackity’s trauma reactions to certain things or Karl’s need to hide things from him to 
protect them all. He’s often the one left grappling with everything because he feels it’s his 
responsibility to keep everyone safe and happy. 


Karl: 


Honestly, out of all my characters, I probably talk about Karl the least (and it’s probably 
because I relate to him the least), but here we go. I wrote from his perspective once towards 
the end of “The Temptation of Sin”, and I would say one of his most important lines is: “All 
they did was treat him like he was an invalid who needed to be protected. They loved him, he 
was sure of that, but he was tired of being there while they exchanged glances he couldn’t 
hope to decode.” 


c!Karl is one of the friendliest and most kind-hearted people in the SMP, and one thing he 
sees is that people view his kindness like its naivety. He feels (similar to Quackity) that he’s 
being babied or treated as fragile due to his memory loss. This creates friction in their 
relationship, particularly when he finds out that Quackity and Sapnap are keeping Quackity’s 
past relationship with Wilbur a secret. 


Another aspect of his personality is that he feels very protective over the people that he loves. 
He hated to see Sapnap and Quackity fight and often mediated their arguments. Additionally, 
he was more aware of Quackity’s relationship with Schlatt, and when Quackity had an 
extreme reaction (pulling out a knife) in “Til Death Do Us Part”, you can see his reaction is 
much more comforting than blameful. Although a lot of that was self-preservation, he 
understood Quackity to a degree that Sapnap didn’t. 


Chapter End Notes 


I thought this was interesting, and honestly I'd love to see your thoughts (agree with 
stuff, disagree with stuff, or if you want to point something out!) 


Feel free to drop a comment and have a great day :] 


Nicotine and Nostalgia 


Chapter Summary 


Quackity had heard Wilbur play before, on freezing nights in Pogtopia as they huddled 
around the fire, his deft, calloused fingers moving over the notes and weaving together 
melodies. Sometimes he’d played things they could sing along to, and Tommy would 
jump in jovially, more a yell than a note, but fun nonetheless. Other nights, when 
Wilbur’s paranoia got the best of him, he’d slip away in the dead of night with his guitar 
and go play by the river. Then, his melodies would be haunting and lonesome, keeping 
Quackity awake as he caught snatches from his bed. 


Chapter Notes 


Treating y'all to some fluff and smut after those past few chapters. Also, the next chapter 
is probably gonna be the Schlatt x Quackity flashback which is gonna be some ROUGH 
shit. So. Enjoy this :] 


CWs: ~sexual content~, vaguely mentioned trauma and suicide? (overall this one is 
pretty light) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Quackity was happier. That much he was sure of. Amidst the chaos, the decisions, the 
changes, he was happier. Shit, he missed Karl and Sapnap. He regretted pretty much 
everything about their wedding. He wished it would have ended any other way. But even he 
could admit he was happier now than he had been with them. 


There was no more lying, hiding, dealing with issues on his own. He didn’t need to worry 
about being too “dark” or “evil” for Wilbur to handle; Wilbur matched him that way in every 
respect. Wilbur, surprisingly, was also just great in other ways. Quackity knew it was partly 
just because Wilbur was trying to make his earlier betrayal up to him, but he was a damn 
good boyfriend. 


He was attentive to Quackity’s needs, whether that be support or space or a distraction. He 
accepted Quackity’s request for him to stay inside Las Nevadas for the time being without 
dissent, and he was very reasonable in every compromise he asked for. He even told Quackity 
pieces of his plans, and it was really fucking alluring to watch Wilbur so animated, arms 
waving and eyes shining as he spoke of what he wanted to do. 


All in all, Quackity was definitely happier, and he also felt more than a little guilty for 
locking Wilbur up. He knew that he’d been justified in his actions, but after the third time 
Wilbur woke up in a panic in the middle of the night thinking he was locked up or trapped 
somewhere (he refused to share details), Quackity knew that he had some apologizing to do. 
And he’d come up with a gift he was pretty sure Wilbur would be a fan of. 


It was late at night when Quackity returned to his penthouse, gift in hand. Warm spring winds 
whipped up around him, the scent of flowers and smoke and booze traveling in the air. Las 
Nevadas was a city of merriment, and the evidence was all around him as he walked through 
the busy streets. It wasn’t perfect; there was poverty and rivalry and people who hated his 
guts, but it was his and that was enough. 


He smiled at a couple holding hands and laughing together, feeling lighter than he had in 
ages. It had been a while since he was able to look at others’ happiness and not feel regret at 
all he’d lost. After all, he was returning home to a lover of his own. 


And Wilbur was waiting up for him, reading some book Phil had lent him. He was languidly 
flipping through the pages, the blankets half-twisted around his body (which Quackity 
definitely did NOT stare at for a slightly extended period of time). His disheveled hair, which 
had grown long and unkempt in his time in prison, curled around his chin, that sexy white 
streak falling across the front of his face. 


He took Quackity’s damn breath away. 


“Hey, Soot.” He said in greeting, lifting one hand in a wave and hiding the other, along with 
his gift, behind his back. 


“Hey, Big Q,” Wilbur said, looking up and shutting the book. “Whatcha got there?” 


“It’s for you,” Quackity said, his cheeks heating. (Get it together. It’s a fucking gift, not a 
proposal for God’s sake.) 


Wilbur lifted an eyebrow, clearly intrigued. “Oh?” 


“Well, it’s technically, um, the sixth month anniversary of the first time we hooked up since 
your revival,” Quackity replied. 


“Ts it?” Wilbur looked amused. “You should have told me, I would have got you something 
too.” 


“Oh, piss off,’ Quackity huffed. “It’s also an apology gift for locking you up. So.” 


Wilbur’s teasing exterior cracked. “Oh, c’mon Q. We’ve talked about this. You don’t- you 
don’t need to apologize for that. I understand why. I probably would have done the same 
thing myself.” 


“Still. Whatever. I feel bad and I’m trying to apologize. Just take the damn gift, Wilbur.” 
Quackity said, still feeling nervous and embarrassed. God, he was a literal murderer. Why did 
he care about what his boyfriend thought of his present? But he did, and his hands twisted 


nervously as Wilbur undid the lacy black bow on the box and opened it to reveal a shiny 
silver key. He looked up at Quackity, confused. “Go check the closet.” Quackity smiled. 


Looking like a kid whose birthday had just come, Wilbur raced over to the closet (dear lord 
he was only wearing boxers and it wasn’t like Quackity was a blushing virgin but still-) and 
yanked it open. Inside the closet lay a suspiciously shaped box with a silver lock. Wilbur 
unlocked it with careful fingers, the silver key unlatching it. Wilbur lifted up the top with 
infinite care. His mouth fell open, and Quackity hoped that this meant he’d guessed well. 


Inside the box lay a guitar, the nicest one Quackity had been able to get his hands on. That 
was the benefit of being filthy, stinking rich; he could buy his boyfriend the very best money 
had to offer. The body of the guitar was a deep brown wood, polished and carved with an 
intricate design. The neck was painted black and the head was the same color as the wood. 
Wilbur admired it with his jaw still dropped, his fingers sliding over the lacquered wood 
reverentially. 


“So you like it?” Quackity asked shyly. 


“Q... its, it’s beautiful,” Wilbur whispered. “I don’t know what to say.” He slid it carefully 
out of its case, walking over to the bed. His fingers settled on the strings and strummed a 
chord. A note hummed in the air, pristine in its beauty. And then Wilbur began to play. 


Quackity had heard Wilbur play before, on freezing nights in Pogtopia as they huddled 
around the fire, his deft, calloused fingers moving over the notes and weaving together 
melodies. Sometimes he’d played things they could sing along to, and Tommy would jump in 
jovially, more a yell than a note, but fun nonetheless. Other nights, when Wilbur’s paranoia 
got the best of him, he’d slip away in the dead of night with his guitar and go play by the 
river. Then, his melodies would be haunting and lonesome, keeping Quackity awake as he 
caught snatches from his bed. 


It was on a night when Quackity had gotten a panic attack and Wilbur tried to comfort him 
that he’d played something just for Quackity. His lungs aching and his whole body weak now 
that the adrenaline had abandoned him, he listened to Wilbur play and cried and cried until he 
was empty of tears. It had been cathartic, and Quackity had looked upon that night in the 
months after with a mix of shame and nostalgia. 


Wilbur playing now was different. Not as playful as it had been in the early days of 
L’Manburg, nor as heavy as it had sometimes been in Pogtopia. This music seemed more 
balanced, understanding both the dark and light and embracing them. It spoke of kisses 
shared between chapped, dried lips, of songs sung in the dead of night, prayers whispered 
into the frozen dirt at the beginning of a long winter. It spoke of helplessness and of hope, of 
waiting and of patience, of aching and of freedom. 


When Wilbur’s fingers played the last note and the penthouse drifted into silence, Quackity 
realized Wilbur was crying. Wordlessly, he went to his side and wiped the tears away, and 
then kissed him softly. Wilbur’s lips tasted like salt as he kissed Quackity back. 


The guitar was carefully set aside and then Wilbur was straddling Quackity’s hips, pushing 
him into the mattress and kissing him and whispering “thank you thank you thank you” in 


between breaths. His nimble fingers undid Quackity’s tie and then the buttons on his shirt, 
tracing the skin he revealed and peppering it with kisses. 


Quackity let himself get lost in the motions, get lost in Wilbur as Wilbur removed the last of 
his clothing. Wilbur moved slowly but deliberately, every moment touching more skin and 
sending Quackity further and further. Every sensation was delightful, from the feel of Wilbur 
sinking onto him to the delicate brush of the pad of his thumb across Quackity’s jaw to the 
exhale of breath across his chest that sent shivers racing down his spine. 


Wilbur’s touch was possessive but soft, and Quackity arched under it, coming undone under 
his calloused fingers. He felt Wilbur’s nails digging into his thighs, hurting enough that it 
made him moan loudly, and returned the favor in equal measure, his own nails scraping wide, 
red paths into Wilbur’s back when he leaned in to steal a kiss. 


Wilbur murmured things to him as he continued to move, and Quackity only caught snatches 
(above the sound of his own frankly indecent moaning) but the whispered praises made his 
cheeks heat up as he begged Wilbur to move faster, the clash between their bodies delightful 
and so, so good. And finally, Wilbur moved just right so Quackity was hitting that spot, and 
the feeling of Wilbur clenching around him and moaning his name was enough to send him 
tumbling over the edge and into sweet, sweet oblivion. 


Wilbur kissed him a final time before rolling off and beside him, his fingers lacing with 
Quackity’s. Quackity was left exhausted and with a bone-deep satisfaction, pleasure still 
humming in his bones. He heard Wilbur’s heightened breathing beside him and turned so he 
was facing him. “Guess you liked the gift then, huh?” He laughed, a little breathless. 


Wilbur grinned at him. “I love it, Q,” He said genuinely. “I can’t- I can’t believe that you 
remembered that.” 


“Believe it or not, | remember what my boyfriend likes.” Quackity teased, tracing Wilbur’s 
well-toned chest with his hands. In the weeks that he’d been out of prison, Wilbur put serious 
effort into rebuilding his strength, and Quackity was unashamedly reaping the benefits of 
this. He could spend hours watching Wilbur work out, his chest heaving, muscles moving, his 
skin slicked with sweat. 


There was a pause, and when Quackity looked up, Wilbur was staring at him, an 
unidentifiable emotion shimmering in his eyes. “What?” Quackity asked, nonplussed. 


“T just don’t think I’ve ever heard you refer to me as your ‘boyfriend’ before.” Wilbur smiled 
dopily. “You’re growing soft.” Quackity kissed those annoying lips, just because he could. 
He was so damn lucky. 


“Wanna smoke naked on the balcony?” He asked, dragging his lips from Wilbur’s. 


Wilbur grinned. 


It was chilly but not so cold as to be uncomfortable, and they’re sharing Wilbur’s cigarette 
between them. It’s an old brand that was no longer sold on the server, and Wilbur only has a 
few packs left. They savor each cigarette and the nostalgia that comes with it, the memories 
that are brought back with each puff of smoke. Quackity could probably manufacture more if 
he wanted to, but he likes it this way, he likes each cigarette being special. That they can 
treasure these old memories and then one day move and let go. 


It brings Quackity back to L’Manburg, its hopeful start and its miserable end, as many good 
memories residing there as painfully bitter ones. He’s changed so much since then, and 
although he is mostly glad for them, he still relishes the bittersweet memories of who he’d 
been. He and Wilbur had shared cigarettes back then too, and this sparks an idea in Quackity. 


When Wilbur passes the cigarette back to him, Quackity takes it and inhales, and then leans 
over and kisses Wilbur, exhaling the smoke into his mouth. Wilbur, sensing his plan, inhales 
the proffered smoke and exhales it again. Quackity thinks he’ll never get tired of watching 
Wilbur smoke, mysterious and gorgeous as the ash pours from between his lips, his eyes 
mellow and his hands warm. 


Quackity does it again, inhaling smoke into his mouth and exhaling it into Wilbur’s, just for 
the intoxicating feel of Wilbur’s lips against his. The nicotine is starting to hit his system, and 
it’s mellowing him out. He feels relaxed. Content. 


Wilbur takes the cigarette back. “What are you thinking about?” 


“You. Us.” Quackity replies. It’s a cop-out answer, but it’s true. Besides, he doesn’t want to 
talk about difficult things right now, like Wilbur’s death and the worst parts of his own life, 
he just wants to be. He wants to revel in the moment and in Wilbur’s companionship. “What 
are you thinking about?” 


“T’m thinking that you’re amazing,” Wilbur says, and leans forward to brush the hair out of 
Quackity’s face. “I’m thinking that you’ve worked hard to trust me and you gave me a guitar 
because you know music is special to me and you’re probably the only damn person on this 
entire server who not only understands but doesn’t condemn me for the choices I’ve made.” 
He smiles softly. “I’m thinking: how did I get so lucky?” 


Quackity doesn’t know how to respond to that. His cheeks heat up and he looks away, biting 
his lips. He ignores his first urge, which is self-deprecation. He doesn’t want to feel bad about 
himself, not on a night like tonight. He pushes it away and settles for: “Y’know it’s funny. 
I’ve also had that thought.” 


“Which one?” Wilbur inquires, curious, passing him back the cigarette. 


Quackity takes a long drag, feeling the familiar burn of hot air as he sucks in the smoke. 
“That I got really, fucking lucky.” Because he did. He didn’t know how through a mess of 
terrible life choices he somehow got Wilbur, he somehow learned to start trusting Wilbur, he 
somehow got this strange, blooming love. But he’s so, so grateful that he did. 


Wilbur kisses him hard, and Quackity returns it in equal measure. He feels Wilbur open his 
mouth to say something, and then close it again regretfully. Normally he would be curious, 


normally he would bug Wilbur about it until he got an answer, but right about now he doesn’t 
care. “I’m glad it’s this life,” Wilbur whispers instead, his mouth mere inches from 
Quackity’s. Wilbur raises his hand to Quackity’s face and gently runs a thumb along his scar. 
“And I’m glad it’s you.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Anyways, ty fr reading! Feel free to leave a comment if you liked it :] 


Chains of the Past 


Chapter Summary 


The head of the crew of construction walked up and introduced herself, and she and 
Quackity began an in-depth discussion. Wilbur couldn’t concentrate, fixated on the 
gaping maw of the entryway. It didn’t look structurally sound- it looked like a massive 
hole dug into the hill. It could- could collapse while they were inside and Wilbur could 
be crushed- or worse, he could survive the initial collapse and then suffocate as they 
tried to dig him out- 


“Wilbur?” Quackity said, concern creasing his brow. “Are you sure you’re okay?” 
Wilbur forced himself to nod. He pressed his nails into his palm until the sting of pain 
centered him. 


Chapter Notes 


Hey y'all, sorry about the length of time it took to update. Also, I know I said the next 
chapter would be a Quackity and Schlatt flashback fic but ngl I'm not in the right 
headspace right now for that. Take some hurt/comfort instead <3 (also I will write the 
flashback fic eventually, but not sure when lol) 


CWs: self-harm, extreme disassociation, trauma/PTSD references 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Wilbur had put his old ways behind him. Mostly. Putting aside mild vandalism and arson, he 
had. No one had gone missing recently on his account, he hadn’t manipulated any children, 
and he hadn’t built any nations only to send them to their fiery destruction. All mild villainy 
was done with the approval of Quackity (who, okay, wasn’t a shining example of morality 
and virtue but still). All in all, Wilbur would say that he was on the path to a better and 
brighter future. 


Unfortunately, he found that as he grew happy and complacent, without the need to 
constantly fear for his survival or worry about old enemies catching up to settle a debt, other, 
past issues had come back to bite him in the ass. And by that, he meant that he was starting to 
show signs of PTSD that was worrying even him. 


Wilbur rarely worried about his health. There had to be a baseline of not giving a fuck for 
him to be functional on a day-to-day basis. He was getting well into middle age and his bones 
were seriously creaky, but putting that aside, his body wasn’t doing so well after his extended 


stay in hell. He didn’t have time to worry about the stitching on the wound on his arm coming 
undone so often, his left eye going fuzzy every few days without explanation, his back 
hurting all the goddamn time. 


So, he knew in and of itself that it was worrying if he was actually worried about it. 


It started off little: a shake in his hands, a nightmare that seemed just a little too real, a 
memory that would leave him anxious and sweaty. It got worse fast. Flashbacks, panic 
attacks, a constant tremor in his hands. God, he hated that he became weak after becoming 
happy. Just his fucking luck. 


Quackity was busy enough that Wilbur could hide it from him. It barely crossed his mind to 
tell Quackity. Maybe it was because he didn’t know how to show vulnerability. Maybe it was 
because he didn’t want to burden Quackity with his problems. But mostly, it was because he 
was scared. He was losing control of himself, and Wilbur feared that more than anything. 


He went through the motions. He got up and got ready for the day, played loving boyfriend to 
Quackity and meant it, walked through time with his mind out of focus and his hands 
trembling. Wilbur was spiraling, spiraling so fast that he was terrified out of his goddamn 
mind, but the only solution he’d ever enacted to feeling out of control was to blow things up 
and run away, and he’d worked too hard to get where he was now just to give it up. 


Besides, he couldn’t leave Quackity. He, well, had grown even more attached than he had 
been before. Which was saying something. He wasn’t ready for it to end just yet. (He wasn’t 
ready for it to end at all, truth be told. But he had yet to face that particular development in 
his mind.) 


It was a warm spring morning when his routine changed. He and Quackity usually had 
breakfast together, and then Wilbur was left on his own as Quackity worked. In that time, 
Wilbur supposedly explored Las Nevadas or enjoyed a comfortable day reading at their 
penthouse. 


In reality, Wilbur either feverishly walked around the city, trying to regain control of his 
head, or spent the day buried under the covers, too frightened to face the world outside of 
them. He would press his eyes together and the darkness would encroach on him until he was 
positive that he was back at the Train Station. He could see that static lights flickering behind 
his eyelids, hear the far away voice of the announcements of trains’ arrivals and departures 
being read out by the monotone voice of a woman, feel the grey walls closing in on him. 


He’d grow sweaty and afraid, his breathing would increase until he thought he was dying, 
trying to force air until uncooperative lungs, his mind racing in chaotic, disjointed leaps. 
He’d dig his nails into his arm until they broke skin and he felt warm trickles of blood slide 
down his forearms and he became slowly, painfully aware of his current reality. He’d lie 
under the heavy covers, damp from sweat and tears until he felt wholly himself again. 


He’d get out of bed, trembling legs supporting him to the balcony where he’d smoke until the 
shake in his fingers was gone and he could pretend to be okay in time for Quackity’s arrival. 
Those were the few hours of the day he genuinely enjoyed, the hours he genuinely felt like 
the regular Wilbur he was pretending to be. It never lasted. 


Today, however, was different. Because today, Quackity had invited Wilbur to come with him 
on a business trip outside the city. There was no logical reason to say no, especially when 
Quackity seemed so excited about the idea of a whole weekend together. But all Wilbur could 
think about was how he’d have to leave the walls of the city he’d come to think of as safe. 


He said yes, he couldn’t imagine saying otherwise. He’d just- he’d just tough it out for a 
weekend. He could keep it in control. He could. 


It started out okay. They had their usual breakfast together, Quackity subtly sliding the food 
he didn’t want onto Wilbur’s plate when he wasn’t looking. Quackity talked excitedly about 
the trip- they had to go inspect the new build site first because technically it was a business 
trip, not a vacation, but then they would spend the rest of the weekend in a seaside manor that 
was the nicest that money could buy. The more Quackity talked about it, the more Wilbur’s 
fears began to lessen. He wasn’t looking forward to it, per se, but his apprehension faded 
somewhat. Hell, he might even have a good time. 


They took a limo out of the city (and fuck if Wilbur still wasn’t used to this luxury; he looked 
unkempt and out of place next to all this money) and played cards as they drove. Wilbur 
nearly passed out from sheer terror as they exited the city walls, but thank god for Quackity 
who distracted him enough to keep in his own mind. 


Wilbur won the three games of competitive solitaire. He always won (he had thirteen years of 
practice, after all) but Quackity swore each time that he was getting closer. Wilbur didn’t 
mind- it actually helped calm him and keep his mind off the fact that they were getting farther 
and farther away from Las Nevadas with each passing moment. The motions were familiar 
and comfortable, and his worn deck of cards felt like a lucky charm in his pocket. 


The fresh sea air hit them when they stepped out of the car at their destination nearly two 
hours later, and Wilbur would have appreciated the magnificent view if he wasn’t so 
concerned about how open the area was. There were literally no defenses- they could be 
snuck up on from any direction! He looked around nervously, going to palm the knife he kept 
in his belt before realizing with a sick swoop it wasn’t there. It hadn’t been there for months, 
not since he’d been locked in Las Nevadas prison, but the habit of checking for it hadn’t 
broken yet. 


Quackity, maybe sensing his nervousness, grabbed Wilbur’s hand. Wilbur focused on it. It 
was grounding. His hand in Wilbur’s was warm and strong, holding onto Wilbur as tightly as 
Wilbur held onto him. There was no need to worry, they were totally safe here. Quackity 
would never let either of them get hurt. 


Wilbur was almost in control when he saw the entrance to the build site and realized the 
whole thing was underground. His stomach lurched and his knees nearly gave way under 
him. He was- he was supposed to go in there? He couldn’t, he couldn’t! It was just like the 
prison, just like the Train Station- 


“You okay?” Quackity murmured, squeezing his hand. Wilbur could barely manage a nod. 


The head of the crew of construction walked up and introduced herself, and she and Quackity 
began an in-depth discussion. Wilbur couldn’t concentrate, fixated on the gaping maw of the 


entryway. It didn’t look structurally sound- it looked like a massive hole dug into the hill. It 
could- could collapse while they were inside and Wilbur could be crushed- or worse, he could 
survive the initial collapse and then suffocate as they tried to dig him out- 


“Wilbur?” Quackity said, concern creasing his brow. “Are you sure you’re okay?” Wilbur 
forced himself to nod. He pressed his nails into his palm until the sting of pain centered him. 


“Alright!” The cheery construction leader said. “Why don’t we give you the tour, then?” 
Quackity started walking, and after a moment where Wilbur seriously considered running for 
it, he followed. It was walking to his own demise. Lead in chains of his own making to his 
funeral. He took a final glimpse of the sun as they entered the cool, dimly lit bunker. 


Quackity kept up the conversation with the construction leader as they walked through the 
site. Wilbur trailed behind, trying to stay present, but every moment in the dark let him drift 
farther and farther away. His thoughts moved like sludge, his body moved of its own accord. 
He stumbled; every inch of him felt wrong, the space around him didn’t make sense, nothing 
was where it was supposed to be. 


Even raking his fingers along his arms didn’t help, the burning pain was too temporary, too 
inconsequential. Wilbur felt numb, every action felt automated. He wasn’t behind the wheel 
but rather, far, far away, deep in his own mind. 


The panic he should have felt was consumed by a void, vacant and empty, that reminded him 
of his earlier time in the Train Station. After he stopped trying to escape, stopped screaming 
and begging and pleading and accepted his fate and lived nearly as a zombie for years, only 
marking the days (measured by the slanted sunlight that peaked tantalizingly through the high 
windows) with tallies on the walls that stretched endlessly into oblivion. 


It felt like the day where he’d woken up, and for several long moments, he couldn’t 
remember his name. It felt like being disconnected from personhood, from everything that 
gave life meaning. 


Wilbur isn’t sure when he found the nail, or when he picked it up. Time was moving in odd, 
disjointed skips. What he does remember is staring at the dark blood trickling down one 
forearm, the bloody nail clutched in his other hand. The distant realization that, oh, he did 
this to himself. 


Quackity’s panicked voice- echoing footsteps across a metal bridge- cold, rough rock under 
his palm- Quackity’s hand on his shoulder- sunlight blinding him, burning him, bringing him 
back to life. 


Wilbur blinks, and he’s sitting cross-legged among a dig in sand dunes, and Quackity is 
sitting across from him, holding one of Wilbur’s hands in his own. It’s an hour past noon- it’s 
been nearly two hours since they entered the cave. Wilbur remembers nearly none of it. 


The sand beneath Wilbur is warm from the sun, grainy and textured. His eyes have stopped 
watering and he’s adjusted to the sun, meaning he must have been out of the cave for several 
minutes before his mind returned to his body. He can see a hint of blue between the sand 
dunes- the sea. It helps him orient himself until finally he can bring himself to face Quackity. 


Quackity is watching him intently, his brown and grey eye each fixed on Wilbur’s face, 
watching for any change. Wilbur’s open palm rests in his hands, and Quackity is gripping 
onto it tightly, like if he lets go, Wilbur might fade away entirely. Wilbur lets his fingers 
twitch and then adjusts his hand so he’s holding Quackity. 


Quackity blinks, staring down at where their fingers intertwine and then back to Wilbur. 
“Hey,” Wilbur says softly. His voice is hoarse. 


“Hey,” Quackity says back, his voice tentative. He searches Wilbur’s face for a long moment. 
“How are you feeling?” 


Wilbur does damage control; his legs are cramped and his mind still hasn’t wholly settled 
into his body, but definitely the most pressing matter is the burning pain in his arm that’s 
growing greater with each second he becomes more acquainted with his body. He 
remember’s the nail, a flash of pain, blood sliding down his arm. The wound has been 
bandaged tightly, but some red peaks through the firmly wrapped gauze. “I’ve been better,” 
Wilbur admits. He surveys Quackity’s expression closely before adding: “Arm hurts like a 
bitch.” 


“T can imagine.” Quackity says coldly. They lapse into silence for a moment, and Wilbur 
shifts uncomfortably. “Wanna tell me what happened in there?” 


“Do I have to?” Wilbur mumbles. He takes his hand back from Quackity and draws his legs 
up to his chest. He feels small, vulnerable. 


“Of course not,” Quackity replies, his tone softer. “But fucking hell Wilbur, you scared the 
shit out of me in there. I just wanna know what’s going on.” 


“T’m-” The admission hangs heavy on his tongue. “I’m like really claustrophobic.” 
Quackity sucks in a sharp breath. “So you-” 


“T disaccosiated. I dunno, I was just really, really far out of my own brain. I can’t really 
explain what I was doing, I wasn’t in control.” Wilbur says, twisting his hands. 


“But the prison-” Quackity starts. 
“Wasn’t your fault.” Wilbur shrugs. “You didn’t know.” 


“But, fuck- Wilbur- I’m so sorry.” Quackity says, looking distraught. “Was it like that the 
whole time?” 


“No.” Wilbur’s gaze drops to his lap. “It was at first...but it got better over time. I dunno, this 
time I just- it’s been a lot, lately.” 


“T noticed.” Wilbur drags his gaze back to Quackity. “That’s why I suggested the trip- I 
wanted to get you out of the city. I was worried that might be part of the problem.” 


Wilbur chews his lip, considering his next words carefully. “I think the problem is that my 
issues are catching up to me. I- I don’t want to talk about it, but I spent over a goddamn 


decade in my own personal hell and it’s- it’s starting to- I hate dealing with my fucking 
issues, but I think this time, I probably need to.” He looks up at Quackity beseechingly. 


“T could get someone for you,” Quackity says carefully. 
“Absolutely not.” Wilbur says immediately. 

“Wilbur-” 

“No.” 

“Just think about it-” 


“T refuse.” Wilbur snipes. “You refuse to as well, so I don’t see why you’re even pressuring 
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me. 
“You know what?” Quackity says, exasperated. “I will go to therapy.” 


“You...what?” They’d had variations of this conversation a few times, with Wilbur trying to 
convince Quackity to get help or vice versa. They were both to stubborn to really make any 
progress. 


“Yep. On one condition.” Quackity smiles. “That you go too.” 


Wilbur considers it. On the one hand: telling a stranger his problems. No matter how vetted 
or professional or whatever they are, nothing about the experience appeals to him. On the 
other hand: Quackity getting help. Because as much as he could argue that he could deal with 
his problems on his own, thank you very much, Quackity was a different matter. He knew 
pieces of Quackity’s past, but pieces were enough to know that he seriously needed some 
professional help. 


“Fine.” Wilbur spits. 


“Fine.” Quackity smiles. They lapse into silence. “I just...” Quackity sighs, brushing a gentle 
hand over the bandages on Wilbur’s arm. “I care about you, Wilbur.” 


All the fight fades out of him and Wilbur decides, promptly, to lie down. He props up his 
head in Quackity’s lap, the rest of his body warming from the sun-soaked sand. Wordlessly, 
Quackity threads his fingers through Wilbur’s hair, petting it absently. 


Wilbur closes his eyes and focuses on his surroundings; the scent of the ocean, the soft sand 
beneath his body, Quackity’s fingers in his hair, the distant sound of waves lapping against 
the shore. He feels fully in his body. He can hardly remember the last time he felt so safe, so 
peaceful. Like a breath of fresh air. 


“Quackity?” He murmurs sleepily. 
“Hm?” The fingers pause in his hair. 


“T care about you too.” 
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My Name is so Beautiful in Your Mouth 


Chapter Summary 


“Now, for rules. You will tell me when you’re close. You will use your safewords if you 
need them. You will be as quiet as you can. I don’t want to hear a goddamn sound out of 
you.” The last one was a lie. He actually loves Wilbur’s noises- but they’re so much 
better when Wilbur’s trying to be quiet for him. It’s the satisfaction of wringing those 
sounds of pleasure even when Wilbur’s trying to hold them back. 


Wilbur's breath hitches and he briefly struggles against his restraints, his back arching 
muscles flexing. He looks so goddamn sexy like this, it almost takes Quackity’s breath 
away. He nudges against Wilbur’s prostate again and Wilbur curses against the desk, his 
voice breathy and high-pitched. 


Chapter Notes 
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updates a month until I finish this from now on (but no guarantees Imao). 
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Quackity was having a peaceful morning when a small portion of Las Nevadas exploded. 
Twenty minutes later, after a host of frantic phone calls, a lot of yelling, a lot of swearing 
(mostly done by Quackity, and in Spanish), and throwing some darts at the dartboard that 
he’d had costumed designed to look like Dream’s face, the culprit was thrown at his feet. 


“Wilbur. Fucking. Soot.” Quackity hissed, livid beyond belief as security cleared the room, 
leaving them alone. “ What do you have to say for yourself?” 


Wilbur extricated himself off the floor as best he could given the fact he was handcuffed. He 
smirked. “Sorry?” 


“Prime fucking above, what am I supposed to do with you?” Quacked snarled. “What, I let 
you off your goddamn leash by an inch and suddenly you’re blowing shit up again?” 


“To be fair, it was a very small explosion. And it wasn’t like anyone got hurt! It was a 
construction site!” Wilbur protested. “I was very careful. Sensible.” 


“You blew up a piece of my goddamn city and now you’re trying to tell me you’re sensible ?” 
Quackity practically shrieked, even more inflamed by Wilbur’s nonchalance. “ Aiya , I can’t 
with you sometimes. Why the fuck would you do something like that?!” Wilbur went very 
suspiciously silent. “Hello? Wilbur?” 


“T was building up to that,” Wilbur said weakly. 


“Building up to what? ” 


“Tt’s just...well,” Wilbur said abashedly. “You’ve been busy. And I understand and respect 
that! But, well, can you think of the last time we actually had interesting sex?” 


Quackity gaped at him. While it was true that he’d been busy, and it was true that their sex 
lives had become basically functional, out of all the things that would have prompted Wilbur 
to set off TNT, he had not expected sad horniness to be the culprit. Then again, depressed and 
horny was Wilbur’s entire fucking brand, along with a side of batshit fucking crazy. 


He sighed, setting down his pen with exaggerated slowness. “You mean to tell me that you 
evaded security to get onto an important build site, set off TNT, and then lead my security 
team on a wild chase across Las Nevadas to catch you all because you were horny?!” 


“T could have lost your security,” Wilbur said with a roll of his eyes, missing the point 
entirely, as per usual. “I let them catch me. That was like, the whole plan.” 


And while Quackity was beyond pissed, he had to recognize that Wilbur scheming to catch 
Quackity’s attention was a far more non-destructive use of his abilities than oh , exploding 


entire nations to kingdom come. “Wilbur. Next time, I want you to use your words and 
fucking tell me instead of blowing up a piece of my city . Got it?” 


“Yhm.” Wilbur grinned smugly, clearly aware Quackity was on the verge of giving in. 


“Wilbur I am SO fucking pissed at you, you have no fucking idea,” He growled. 


Wilbur only smirked. “Good. You fuck harder when you’re mad.” 


Quackity took a moment to mutter a prayer under his breath to keep himself from murdering 
his wayward boyfriend. “I swear to god Wilbur, I’ve had it up to fucking here with your 
shenanigans.” Wilbur didn’t even bother replying. “Okay. Fuck it. Y’know what? Fine. Fine 
fine fine.” 


Quackity grabbed Wilbur by his trenchcoat and pushed him roughly over his desk. Wilbur 
seemed exceptionally pleased at this development. Fucking masochist. “Safewords?” He 
growled to Wilbur. Because fuck it, now that they were in an actual, established relationship, 
this shit was important. They couldn’t fuck around with feelings anymore. “I’m not going 
easy on you.” He warned. 


“Good,” Wilbur said, a bit breathlessly, his cheeks turning pink. “My safewords are the 
stoplight colors.” 


“Say them,” Quackity demanded. 


“Green for good, yellow for pause or slow down, red for stop,” Wilbur recited. “I can be 
good, Quackity.” 


Quackity lifted an eyebrow. “I suppose we’ll see.” 


He mentally ran through a list of Wilbur’s kinks. They’d discussed this in length, one 
morning: the yes’s, the no’s, the maybe’s. They both had a pretty extensive list of “yeses’, and 
Wilbur’s had been even longer than Quackity’s. Most of it Quackity had expected: he a pain 
kink, praise kink, degradation kink, etcetera. They’d engaged in most of that shit before, to 
some degree. 


Other things, Quackity was surprised by. For example: no blindfolding. This, of all things, 
seemed pretty harmless to Quackity (especially compared to the knifeplay Wilbur had told 
him about that Quackity had adamantly refused to participate in). Wilbur had explained it 
was because it freaked him out to not be able to see where people were or what they were 
doing, and Quackity had promised him he would never use a blindfold. 


He reviews all this now as he digs his fingers into Wilbur’s ass, thoroughly enjoying the 
whimper that escapes from Wilbur's lips as he does so. Although he’s frustrated as fuck with 
Wilbur, he wants this to be an experience they both enjoy. “Do you want to know what I’m 
going to do to you, Wilbur?” He purrs, slowly undoing Wilbur’s belt, aware of the way 
Wilbur is hard against Quackity’s desk. 


“W-what?” Wilbur asks pitifully, his voice a whine. God, having Wilbur underneath him, 
trembling, begging, is fucking addictive . He likes it when Wilbur’s in charge, don’t get him 
wrong, and he also likes when they fight for control. But he likes it best when Wilbur gets 
pliant and desperate and eager underneath Quackity, willing to do whatever he asks. 


Quackity slowly slides Wilbur’s pants off and grins seeing he’s got no boxers on underneath. 
Bold, but a mistake. Quackity rakes his fingers over the exposed skin and Wilbur shivers. His 
voice is a whisper as he replies. “I’m going to edge you again and again and again until you 
cry. And then, once I let you come? I’m going to fuck you into overstimulation until that 
pretty face is covered in tears.” 


Wilbur moans properly this time. “Please.” 


“Oh, c’mon, Wil,” Quackity grins, lubing up his fingers. ““We’ve barely started and you’re 
already begging?” Wilbur just huffs in response. Quackity slides in a finger and watches with 
delight as Wilbur struggles to keep quiet, his muscles tense and little pained noises escape 
through his tightly clenched teeth. It takes Quackity a minute, but eventually he locates 
Wilbur’s prostate and is met with a surprised gasp followed by a gratuitous moan. “ There it 
is,’ He says with a satisfied smile, sliding in a second finger. 


“Now, for rules. You will te// me when you’re close. You will use your safewords if you need 
them. You will be as quiet as you can. I don’t want to hear a goddamn sound out of you.” The 
last one was a lie. He actually loves Wilbur’s noises- but they’re so much better when 
Wilbur’s trying to be quiet for him. It’s the satisfaction of wringing those sounds of pleasure 
even when Wilbur’s trying to hold them back. 


Wilbur's breath hitches and he briefly struggles against his restraints, his back arching 
muscles flexing. He looks so goddamn sexy like this, it almost takes Quackity’s breath away. 
He nudges against Wilbur’s prostate again and Wilbur curses against the desk, his voice 
breathy and high-pitched. 


Wilbur holds on until Quackity’s three knuckles deep inside of him, gasping and shaking 
against the desk, until he chokes out a warning. Instantly, Quackity grabs the base of his cock 
and keeps the fingers inside of him totally still, not granting him an inch of friction. He waits 
until Wilbur’s labored breathing evens out and Wilbur curses and shifts his hips before 
releasing him. 


“Good,” Quackity says sharply, and Wilbur shudders slightly. “Again.” He resumes his 
movement, pumping his fingers in and out of Wilbur almost lazily, aware of Wilbur’s every 
movement and noise, pulling every trick he knows with his fingers. Wilbur is clearly 
struggling but trying not to lose face- whether it's a matter of pride or of trying to behave, 
Quackity isn’t sure. 


When he knows Wilbur’s getting close again, he casually reaches forward and locates one of 
Wilbur’s nipples hard against the desk, and twists it. This draws a shocked moan out of 
Wilbur, who bucks almost frantically against the desk, searching for friction. Instantly, 
Quackity grabs him again and Wilbur lets out a very creative string of cuss words as his 
orgasm is stopped for the second time. He looks like he’s verging on tears, his eyes are 
watery, but not a drop spills. 


“Color, Wilbur?” Quackity asks, thinking this is probably a good time for a check-in. 


Wilbur groans. “Green.” Quackity releases him and starts up the rhythm again. 


This time goes much faster- Wilbur’s getting desperate and Quackity barely needs to do 
anything, just lazily pump Wilbur’s cock in time with the thrusts of his other hand- and 
Wilbur’s crying out: “Q-Quackity- shit- shit-” 


Quackity grabs him just in time, and now the tears really do spill over and Wilbur is crying, 
his pretty face twisted up. “Aww, there we go baby,” Quackity croons, wiping away the tears 
from Wilbur’s face. “I knew you could do it.” Wilbur whimpers, his eyes cloudy. He’s in the 
space where he’d do anything to please Quackity, and he knows it. ““Wanna give me a color, 
baby boy?” 


“G-green.” Wilbur says, biting his lip. “Please don’t stop.” He nearly begs when Quackity 
still doesn’t start. 


Quackity grins, hooking his arms under Wilbur’s legs and flipping his body in a fluid motion. 
He sets Wilbur’s legs over his shoulders and dips down to take Wilbur’s cock in his mouth. 
He knows it's not really a compliment to his skills in giving head, rather the fact that Wilbur 
is very pent-up and horny, but he feels pleased when barely thirty seconds in, Wilbur’s thighs 
shudder around his head and Wilbur comes with a cry. 


Quackity stands, readjusting Wilbur’s legs on his shoulders so that way Quackity’s well lined 
up with Wilbur’s ass. Wilbur is trembling and clearly oversensitive. “I’m going to fuck you 
now, sweetheart,” He tells Wilbur, watching the way Wilbur’s dazed eyes widen at this. 
“Color?” 


“Green, so fucking green,” Wilbur replies, lifting his hips to provide Quackity better access. 


Since Wilbur’s already stretched and lubed, he doesn’t bother with much prep, just slides in, 
reveling in the delicious moan Wilbur makes, feeling Wilbur tense and relax around him. 
Once he’s fully seated, he gives Wilbur a moment to adjust, taking the time to appreciate how 
fucked-out and pretty Wilbur looks splayed over his desk like this. His hair is spread like a 
halo behind his head, his face is flushed and excited, tears beginning to dry. Well. He can’t 
have that, now can he? 


He pulls out slowly, dragging it out and watching the way Wilbur shakes with effort and then 
slams back in. Wilbur cries out, his body spasming, and Quackity does it again. He doesn’t 


give Wilbur a chance to catch his breath, just keeps up the rhythm of a slow pullout, a fast 
thrust back in until Wilbur comes a second time, the tears beginning to fall again. 


Quackity wonders if he can make it a third. 


He picks up the pace, every movement gloriously exciting, Wilbur’s every reaction spurring 
him on. He angles Wilbur’s hips, and suddenly Wilbur positively screams . While he was 
grazing Wilbur’s prostate before, now he hits it dead-on with every thrust. Wilbur is moving 
his hips, meeting Quackity as best he can tied to the desk. 


Quackity leans forward, hauling Wilbur up. Wilbur puts his bound hands over Quackity’s 
head, a pseudo-embrace, and Quackity kisses him as they continue to move. Here, he can 
hear every choked whimper and low moan as Wilbur kisses him frantically. He’s whispering 
Quackity’s name like it's a prayer, begging as tears slip down his cheeks. Quackity manages 
to drag a final orgasm out of him before he comes, Wilbur’s name hoarse on his lips. 


They hang like that for a moment, just holding each other, pants and gasps mingling in the 
air. As gently as he can, Quackity slides out of Wilbur, trying not the make the stimulation 
uncomfortable. Wilbur whines. 


Quickly, Quackity undoes the constraints around Wilbur’s wrists and moves him to the 
couch. He grabs a washcloth and attends to the mess of stick and sweat before giving himself 
a quick wipedown. He feels exhausted, and Wilbur is almost asleep, so he grabs a blanket and 
slips into Wilbur’s outstretched arms, cuddling close to him. Wilbur mutters something 
unintelligible into his hair. 


“What was that?” Quackity asks. 


“Nuffin’,” Wilbur replies, clearly lying. “Thank you.” 


“For what?” 


“Entertaining my dumb ideas,” Wilbur replies, his eyelids drooping and his words slurred. 


Quackity strokes his hair, affection flooding his veins. “Still mad, dickhead.” 


Wilbur smiles, his eyes closed. “Whatever you say, Big Q.” 


And Quackity is content. 
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Who You're Willing to Hurt 


Chapter Summary 


Dangerous. 


That word had haunted many aspects of Wilbur’s life. In his brief but destructive time 
on the SMP, he’d been known as many things, been many more. Soldier, friend, brother. 
Each had left its mark, had left him guilty or protective or afraid. But dangerous. That... 
that had been the worst. 


Because once upon a time, he hadn’t been. He’d been a kid raising his two brothers, 


he’d been a son that loved his father, no matter how bad their fights got, he’d loved as 
gently as a flower pressed between the pages of a book. 
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“Jesus Wilbur, be reasonable! You know why I’m asking you this!” Quackity shouted, his 
eyes red rimmed and his voice loud but tired. 


“T know , Quackity, I fucking know! But how many goddamn times have I tried to prove 
myself to you! I need to be able to go outside, for God’s sake. I’m fucking cooped up here.” 
Wilbur groaned. “I love Las Nevadas, and I know you care for it, but I have shit I want to do 
outside of it.” 


“T’ve let you visit Phil and Tommy, Wilbur! Jesus!” 


“Oh you’ve LET me, have you?” Wilbur cried. “So I’m just a fucking dog on a leash, then? 
Quackity’s tamed bitch?” 


“Get off your high fucking horse-” Quackity screamed right back. 


“No! I’m tired of being trapped here! I want to go do other things, you need to trust me!” 


“How can I, after what you’ve done?” 


“T am well aware of what I’ve done, Quackity! But I’ve made up for it, a million times over!” 


“Tsn’t that for me to decide?” Quackity said bitterly. 


“T need to leave, Quackity!” 


“What, wanna go blow up some other of my exes’ nations again?” Quackity snarked. 


“Oh, c’mon,” Wilbur snarled. 


“No, Wilbur!” Quackity shouted. “The fact of the matter is, I can’t trust you. You’re 
dangerous .” 


Wilbur fell silent, his retort dying on his lips. There was a moment of dead quiet: Quackity 
still angry and Wilbur taken aback before anger settled into his features again. “Fuck you, 
and fuck this,” Wilbur spat, yanking the door open and slamming it behind him. 


He ran from the building before Quackity had the chance to follow him. He needed some 
time to breathe before the words and the insults caught up to him. Wilbur could argue, but he 
couldn’t fight . And he hated that particular insult that Quackity had hurled at him so 
casually. 


Dangerous. 


That word had haunted many aspects of Wilbur’s life. In his brief but destructive time on the 
SMP, he’d been known as many things, been many more. Soldier, friend, brother. Each had 
left its mark, had left him guilty or protective or afraid. But dangerous. That... that had been 
the worst. 


Because once upon a time, he hadn’t been. He’d been a kid raising his two brothers, he’d 
been a son that loved his father, no matter how bad their fights got, he’d loved as gently as a 
flower pressed between the pages of a book. 


Now, though, he was known as dangerous, and it felt impossible to deny that he was. He used 
to rage about it, early on. When Techno had grabbed his wrist, (the first time he’d ever stood 
up to Wilbur, his eyes blazing, enough that it startled Wilbur back into his own mind) and 
hissed stop, you’re scaring him . He’d seen Tommy huddling in the corner, tears tracing his 
cheeks. The implication was there, even when he’d calmed down and put down the bottle, 
when Techno hadn’t let him near Tommy for days. You can t be trusted. You’re out of control. 
You’re dangerous. 


Then, in L’Manburg, on a quiet night, early in the election, Quackity had come up to him 
with a beer and a few words. He’d been younger then, and more naive. Wilbur thought he’d 
be easy to manipulate, and he had been. He’d done it just because he could. To prove that he 
could. “ Y’know, everyone sees you as this shiny hero. You protected them from Dream, you 
founded the city. But you’re not who you pretend to be.” 


“Oh yeah, and who am I, then?” Wilbur had scoffed, bringing a lit cigarette to his lips. 
Quackity was bolder drunk. It was amusing to see him speak his mind when usually he was 
so guarded. He was becoming braver by the day though. Schlatt was stroking his ego, trying 
to bring him around to his side. It looked like it was working. Schlatt wasn’t the person he 
pretended to be either, but Quackity either didn’t notice or didn’t care. (He would, eventually, 
but by then it would be too late.) 


“You ’re dangerous, Wilbur .” Quackity had replied, all bravado. “ When you think no ones 
looking, you drop the act and it’s easy to see what you’re willing to do. Who you’re willing to 
hurt.” 


It was fitting that Quackity had been the first person to notice the danger, and now was the 
only one willing to see anything more. Or not completely, Wilbur supposed. Quackity still 
thought it, even if he usually didn’t say anything. 


But they’d all learned, in time, what Wilbur was capable of. And now dangerous was a 
branding, a label, a burden he could never escape. It was funny, because some days he was 
dangerous, but most days he was just Wilbur. 


It also wasn’t funny, sometimes. No one trusted him, not even Philza or Tommy. Loved him, 
sure. Trusted him? Not at all. Quackity did, usually, but he always kept a close eye on Wilbur, 
never let him stray too far. But could Wilbur blame him? Any of them? It wasn’t like he’d 
ever done anything to prove he was trustworthy. 


Sometimes he wished it could all go back to the way it used to be, before he made a name for 
himself that no one could forget. 


It was one of the recurring themes in therapy. Wilbur hadn’t known what to expect, but it 
wasn’t what he got. A small office, a kind, patient woman who didn’t take any of his shit, and 
three meetings a week. They’d started with the PTSD symptoms, which had taken a while to 
wrangle into control. 


It still wasn’t perfect, but it was manageable. He had a support symptom if he had a panic 
attack or a flashback, and grounding exercises he could do if he started to disassociate. He 
was finally able leave the city without feeling like he was about to die, and he’d visited both 
Phil and Tommy several times. 


His anxiety had reared its ugly head a few times, and Wilbur had spent two weeks in the 
penthouse, leaving exactly six times, for his therapy sessions, but that too had passed for the 
time being. It was frustratingly slow- it involved a whole lot of breathing and being in touch 
with his body and his mind- whatever the fuck that meant- and it also involved a lot of 
talking. 


His childhood, L’Manburg, Pogtopia, you name it, they talked about it. The only subject 
Wilbur wouldn’t broach was the Train Station, but at his therapist’s insistence, she’d talked to 
Quackity about the meagre amount he knew so she could have a basic understanding of what 
that was. Wilbur hadn’t liked the whole thing, but Quackity had recorded it and told him he 


could listen to it whenever if he needed to. (He hadn’t yet, but he liked the idea that he could , 
if he wanted.) 


He was damn lucky he had an appointment that day, otherwise be probably would have cried 
pathetically for the rest of the day. 


“So, why do you think you’re dangerous again?” His therapist, Dr. Smith, asked. Her name 
technically wasn’t Dr. Smith, but both Quackity and Wilbur called her that, on the grounds 
that “Brenda” was a stupid name. 


He shot her a look. “T literally-” 


“If you’re about to tell me about L’Manburg again, Wilbur, change your tune for god's sake.” 


“How is that not enough evidence?” Wilbur groaned, frustrated. “Destruction. Death. 
Willingly inflicted. How does that not make me dangerous?” 


““As we’ve gone over several times, it been over a decade for you since that occurrence. How 
does that one action still define your entire life?” She asked. 


“Because its a fucking big action!” Wilbur cried. 


“Tell me other things. Give me three other instances.” 


“Fine. One, I was seventeen, and I threatened Tommy with a broken wine bottle. Like I was a 
fucking abusive drunk. I don’t- I wouldn’t have actually hurt him, I don’t think, but he 
thought I was going to, and that amounts to the same thing, doesn’t it? Two, I willfully sided 
with a person I had declared my enemy to betray all my friends while deceiving them about 
my intentions. I made them trust me, and then planned to kill them all. Three, I placed TNT 
under my current boyfriend’s nation, and his then boyfriends’ country too, just so I had 
something to manipulate him with!” 


Dr. Smith had heard this story before too, likely from Quackity as well during his own 
sessions. Her first reaction was I would never believe it judging on your relationship. Its the 
only healthy thing you two have got going on . 


Dr. Smith sighs. “Would you do any of those things again now?” 


“Tommy, no,” Wilbur replied instantly. “I never wanted to hurt him, I still don’t. What I’ve 
done to him... its one of my biggest regrets. Not just that- everything. L Manburg... well, it's 
complicated, but I still wouldn’t do things now like I did then. And Quackity... no. I 
wouldn’t have done that. But Kinoko Kingdom-” He made a so-so gesture with his hands. 
“That, I might do again.” He smiled. “That was kinda fun.” 


Dr. Smith sighed again, this time more exasperated. “We’ll circle back to the Kinoko thing 
later. But, Wilbur, if you regret things that you say are the worst actions of your life, and 
wouldn’t do that again now, how does that make current-day you dangerous? Past you, 
maybe, but now? It’s obvious to the people you care about that you’ ve changed.” 


“But I still-” 


“Wilbur. You’re past actions don t define you . You’re not... chained by your mistakes. You 
can make amends and move forward.” 


“What am I defined by, then?” 


“Your actions now,” Dr. Smith replied simply. “That’s not to say that you don’t need to fix 
your mistakes or apologize to the people you’ ve hurt. Like I send, you can make amends. 
That doesn’t... undo your actions, but it can help. If everyone was defined based on their 
mistakes, we would all be terrible people.” 


“Yeah, I guess,” Wilbur sighed. “But mine are just particularly...” He gestured vaguely. 
“Catastrophic.” 


“The bigger the mistake, the more heartfelt the apology,” Dr. Smith quipped. “Do you know 
the definition of ‘dangerous’, Wilbur?” 


“Like... you hurt people.” Wilbur said. 


“The dictionary definition is ‘able or likely to cause harm or injury’,” Dr. Smith read. “Are 
you likely to cause harm, Wilbur?” 


“Even if I don’t mean to... I still hurt people. Even now,” Wilbur whispered. 


“Ts there any particular event that you’re thinking of?” 


“Like Quackity. I was so determined to- to make him like me. To make him notice me, that I 
forgot why I was doing it. I wanted him to fee/ things for me. Whether that was pain or fear 
or love- I didn’t really care which. Until it was hate, and then I realized that I had done it all 
wrong. And now he’s told me the truth. That he thinks I’m dangerous.” 


“Did you know that one of Quackity’s biggest regrets is locking you up?” Dr. Smith said 
abruptly. 


“Damn. I knew he was lying when he said he didn’t feel bad about that anymore.” 


“Do you want him to feel bad?” 


“No!” Wilbur exclaimed. “Prime, no. That was definitely my fault. I pushed him to it. He had 
no reason to trust me then, not like he does now.” 


“Despite that, he still feels terrible. Now that he knows you have claustrophobia, he hates that 
he did that to you.” 


“He regrets that, he’s apologized. Literally so many times,” Wilbur groaned. 


“Exactly.” 
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“My advice? Talk to Quackity. I doubt he would have said that if he knew it truly bothered 
you. You two have a very functional relationship, all things considered. Now, why were you 
arguing in the first place?” 


“...1 wanted to leave the city. Not to visit my family,” Wilbur mumbled. 


“Well, that seems very reasonable,” Dr. Smith agreed. 


“Tt does?” Wilbur asked, blinking in surprise. He’d half-expected her to tell him he was off 
his rocker asking for that. 


“Yes. Quackity is definitely struggling here with his past betrayals, but that shouldn’t affect 
your autonomy. If you don’t have freedom, you’ll grow to resent him eventually. I'll talk to 
him. His fears are definitely justified, but he needs to learn to trust you more.” Dr. Smith 
assured. 


Wilbur felt considerably better. “Okay. Thank you.” 


She smiled kindly. “Of course.” 


It was late when Wilbur returned to their penthouse. He had half-hoped Quackity would be 
asleep, and they could talk about it in the morning, but no luck. Quackity was reading when 
Wilbur slipped through the door. 


He looked up, guiltily. “Hey, Wil,” He said softly. “I saved you dinner.” 


Wilbur looked at the plate gratefully. He was starving; he hadn’t eaten since breakfast. 
“Thanks.” He sat, tentatively, as Quackity got out of bed too to sit across from him as he ate. 


“T need to apologize,” Quackity said, taking a deep breath. “Even if I feel uncomfortable 
about you leaving, I never should have made it seem like an insane thing to ask. I know I 
can’t keep you trapped here I just- I just worry. A lot of that isn’t even your fault, I’m just 
projecting my fears, and J need to work on that. And I’m sorry if I said something that really 
bothered you,” Quackity said. He reached across the table to take Wilbur’s hand in his. “I 
care about you a lot, and the last thing I want to do is ruin that.” 


“You couldn’t ruin it,” Wilbur promised. “I appreciate you saying what you did. I really do 
want to leave sometimes, but I also don’t want you to worry. I’m just going a bit stir crazy. 
Also... what you said at the end really did hurt me. When you-” He swallowed past the 
growing lump in his throat. “When you called me dangerous. Because out of everyone, I 
thought you would see me as more than that.” 


There was a silence, and when Wilbur looked up he saw Quackity’s eyes shining with tears. 
“Jesus,” He said thickly, “I’m such a hypocrite.” He laughed, wiping at his eyes. “Part of the 
reason I wanted you to begin with was because you saw me as more than my mistakes, or the 
things I’d done. And now I’m doing the exact same thing to you.” 


He got up and roughly pulled Wilbur into an embrace, pressing his face into Wilbur’s chest. 
“T’m sorry, Wil.” 


“S’okay,” Wilbur said, holding him tighter. He swallowed the words he’d been wanting to 
say for weeks now. He’d know when the right time was, and it wasn’t now. Not yet. He 
doesn’t need words anyway. He tilts Quackity’s chin up and kisses his fiercely, his lips 
pressed against Quackity’s until he needs to pull away for breath. 


“Jeez, Wilbur,” Quackity huffs. “You’re always knocking me off my feet.” 


“Are you complaining?” Wilbur smirks. 


Quackity fixes him a look and pulls him down by his tie for another kiss. 
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The Debts We Owe 


Chapter Summary 


He’s beyond tired of the cold fear that always lurks with its sharp teeth spilling out its 
gaping jaw in the back of his mind. He’s avoided it, he’s repressed it, ignored it. Nothing 
fucking works. It always rears its ugly, horned head at the most inopportune moments- 
his goddamn wedding, for example. With all other options exhausted, it seems, 
unfortunately, that the only thing left to do is face it, and isn’t that just fucking great. 


It’s one of his greatest annoyances verging on misery that he can be a murderer, he can 
torture and exhort and kill but one wrong move and he’s right back where he started, 
naive and scared and trembling under a threat that’s long since dead. 


He can’t be untouchable when his greatest weakness is inside of his own fucking head. 
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Quackity’s winning, fucking finally , but debt is owed to his past and it's time he pays it. 


That’s what he tells himself anyway, squaring his shoulders and neutralizing his face, and 
preparing to talk about the grimmest part of his history. The fact of the matter is, that no 
matter how he tucks himself into carefully cutout pieces- the calculating piece that runs a 
cutthroat casino city, the domineering piece that he allows out in front of his allies, the soft 
piece that only Wilbur ever sees- the piece of him that was destroyed by Schlatt always spills 
over, infecting everything with its whiskey-tainted hands. 


He’s beyond tired of the cold fear that always lurks with its sharp teeth spilling out its gaping 
jaw in the back of his mind. He’s avoided it, he’s repressed it, ignored it. Nothing fucking 
works. It always rears its ugly, horned head at the most inopportune moments- his goddamn 
wedding, for example. With all other options exhausted, it seems, unfortunately, that the only 
thing left to do is face it, and isn’t that just fucking great. 


It’s one of his greatest annoyances verging on misery that he can be a murderer, he can 
torture and exhort and dill but one wrong move and he’s right back where he started, naive 
and scared and trembling under a threat that’s long since dead. 


He can’t be untouchable when his greatest weakness is inside of his own fucking head. 


Wilbur spun it to him cleverly, between kisses that tasted like nicotine, telling him sweetly 
that if he eliminates this, if he’s brave enough to face it, then he’s really got nothing left on 
this server to fear. And it might be an exaggeration, but Quackity understands and agrees 
with the sentiment. All he’s got to do is, well, actually do it. 


Easier said than done . 


He’s comforted by the cozy therapist’s office as much as he despises it and its old, worn 
couches, pansy-painted walls, the mahogany desk, and the quiet ticking of a grandfather 
clock. It’s both homey and professional, a weird amalgamation that somehow works. It’s nice 
to think that Wilbur’s sat here too, he’s cried here too. Even if they only rarely do sessions 
together, the sharp feeling of isolatedness is smoothed out by the memory of Wilbur’s 
presence. 


He drums his fingers lightly on the side of the couch as Dr. Smith launches into a spiel about 
how he “doesn’t need to broach this topic if he isn’t ready” that he frankly isn’t listening to 
because he’s already made up his mind that he’s gonna fucking talk about it. It’s one thing 
that he finds some pride in; that once he makes a choice to do something, he doesn’t back out 
of it, no matter how afraid he gets. 


When it’s clear that he isn’t backing out, but rather stubbornly not meeting Dr. Smith’s gaze, 
she sighs (rolls her eyes), and asks him. “So, why don’t you tell me about your relationship 
with Schlatt?” 


Quackity had always been drawn to Schlatt , he explains quietly. His charisma, bordering on 
sharp malice, just a little too cold to be kind, had been like a fucking siren call to a younger 
Quackity, hungry for a taste of power. (Of blood, too.) Schlatt had sized him up on day one, 
laughed in his face, and then whispered promises of the future that made his heart beat just a 
little faster as Schlatt’s hand worked its way slowly up his thigh. 


The day they won the election, Schlatt pushed him into the wall as soon as they were alone 
and kissed him so hard it made his head spin. It had all been so new then, and so very 
intoxicating to be wanted. To feel important. To have the breath knocked out of your lungs 
and your feet swept off the floor and the full attention of someone like him . Schlatt crooned 
false promises between kisses that tasted whiskey, he stroked Quackity’s ego as he positioned 
him perfectly into being Schlatt’s pet. 


It was only ever a ploy, another fucking example of Schlatt getting off on controlling other 
people, but Quackity had only ever seen him through rose-tinted glass. He saw Schlatt as a 
visionary , he saw the matching want for power, he thought he saw the darker parts of Schlatt 
and that they matched his own. (They didn’t.) Schlatt was awful in a way Quackity could 
never be, and Quackity was cutthroat and cruel where Schlatt had only ever been careless. 
Their morality had been opposite poles, both dark but different shades, too disparate to ever 
truly match. 


Whatever Schlatt saw in Quackity, it made him bring Quackity into his fold, kiss him, fuck 
him, hit him, marry him. In that order. And he’d done so well at all the roles Schlatt handed 
him. A great vice president, a great politician, a great husband, a great victim. 


Because that was the icing on the fucking cake, wasn’t it? That Schlatt didn’t need to tell 
Quackity to lie about the bruises or the flinches, Quackity figured that out all on his own. It 
had never really been a question to tell someone. Who would he tell? Who would help him, 
when the issue was the goddamn president? 


Even if those excuses had never been there, Quackity would have kept his mouth shut 
anyway. He’d /oved Schlatt. Even if someone had connected the bruises to Schlatt (only 
Tubbo had, but he’d kept his mouth shut) Quackity would have defended him anyway. He 
defended Schlatt in the same breath he tugged up his collar to hide a new bruise, he defended 
Schlatt with fresh concealer painted on his face, he defended Schlatt battered and bruised 
with puffy eyes that he hid behind sunglasses. 


Schlatt had done the same. In the same breath as an J love you , he’d criticize and demean 
how Quackity looked, in the same day he’d proposed he slammed Quackity into a wall and 
made him bleed, he gave Quackity diamonds and backhanded him, Schlatt kissed him softly 
and then smashed a bottle into his shoulder, he promised Quackity the world and then raped 
over the kitchen counter. 


Domestic bliss. 


Despite it all, he’d loved Schlatt. He’d loved Schlatt and Schlatt and hit him and hurt him and 
ground him into dust. He’d loved Schlatt as he’d stumbled home drunk out of his mind, loved 
Schlatt as he swept a gentle finger over a new bruise with a sick, twisted look of love in his 
eyes, loved Schlatt as he’d cried into his chest. But he’d loved Schlatt. 


It hadn’t been until he put an arrow through the same man’s heart that he realized he hated 
Schlatt too. (That night had been only a taste, a result of frantic fear and sharp panic and his 
finger spasming on the trigger of the crossbow. The night he’d fe/t it was when he’d feasted 
on Schlatt’s heart, dripping blood and warm flesh, and decided he fucking despised Schlatt 
and that would never change.) 


Quackity had been made from opposing, diametric pieces back then. Feared but afraid. 
Confident but fragile. Powerful but helpless. Strong but too easily broken. And that’s what 
had happened. He’d had too many vulnerabilities, he loved someone who had hands that 
were only ever meant for violence. And he’d inevitably shattered. 


And from the sharp, broken pieces Schlatt had left behind, Quackity had pieced himself back 
together. Slowly, over months of panic attacks and tears (and a suicide attempt or two) he 
built himself back up inch by fucking inch. The pieces never slotted together quite right, too 
sharp and bits missing, he supposed, but he was finally fucking whole again and that was 
better revenge than the taste of carrion could ever be. 


When he finished talking, Dr. Smith was quiet for a long moment. She’d heard both Wilbur’s 
and his own various misdeeds before, but Quackity had gone into a fair bit (an alarming ) 
amount of detail on the taste of a human heart, and he supposed anyone would need time to 
process that. When she finally spoke, it was not what Quackity expected. “Did you ever end 
up telling anyone or talking about it?” 


The issue of admittance had never been fear, it had been shame . But that was still hard to 
admit to himself, even now. If he thought about it too hard, he felt prickly and uncomfortable, 
like the most delicate, fragile parts of himself were up for display to a jeering crowd of 
onlookers. 


Karl and Sapnap had only known the barest details. Back then, it had been too raw . A wound 
that was so very fresh and painful, of which examination would only made it worse. He was 
still scared, he still jumped at sudden noises and cowered away when someone went to touch 
him. (He brought his tube of concealer when he started dating Karl and Sapnap, and it took 
him months to realize he’d never need it.) 


Tubbo had figured it out, he lived in the Whitehouse so how could he not? He’d confronted 
Quackity about it, and Quackity had tried denial and then threats, each to no avail. It was 
only when he begged that he got anywhere, and wasn’t that ironic? Because it was the exact 
same with Schlatt. 


“But Quackity, he’s hurting you .” 


“You don t understand, Tubbo, things are hard right now! He doesnt... its not the way you 
think .” (It was.) Quackity sighed. “If you wont do it for his reputation, do it for mine. I'll be 
ruined if this gets out. Without Schlatt, I’m no one, Tubs. At least this way, I'll have a status 
when this is all over.” He paused, knowing Tubbo would reject what he said next. And that 
this would secure Tubbo 8 silence. Strange, that he could feel regret getting something he was 
pleading for. “And this way, I can protect you, Tubbo . Please. ” 
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“I don t need protection.’ 


“And neither do I.” A sad smile, “You cant tell anyone. Promise me.” And Tubbo had 
reluctantly sworn to keep his secret . 


And Wilbur... Wilbur had been the only one he fo/d . And that meant something, didn’t it? 
That even locked up and a traitor, he knew Wilbur would understand this better than anyone, 
understand him . He’d just held Quackity, arms tight and unyielding, and that had been 
enough. The gentle huff, air breathed into the crook of his neck and he knew Wilbur 


understood . (That had broken Quackity too, but in a way that felt so much cleaner, like he’d 
lost a piece that had been poisoning him from the inside out.) 


“Tubbo found out at the time, I told Wilbur later, but none of the details.” The details you 
now know went unsaid. Because Quackity still didn’t exactly trust Dr. Smith with this (he’d 
thoroughly vetted her, Wilbur had interviewed her at great length, but stil/ .) It was his 
darkest secret, the grimmest bit of his history, and he felt so very exposed with it all in the 
open. “It wasn’t exactly something I was dying to shout from the rooftops.” He said wryly. 


“What do you want the end goal to be in regards to Schlatt?” Dr Smith asked next, jotting 
down his past answer. 


Quackity exhaled shakily. Although he was relieved to have it all out, he felt the effects of his 
admittance spilling out of him. He felt hot and cramped, vaguely sweaty and his hands were 
trembling slightly. His voice was thick but no tears had fallen and for that he was proud. Look 
how far he’d come . He was nothing like the person Schlatt had left behind, confused and 
terrified. He was his own person now, and what he wanted was the shed the final shadows of 
Schlatt’s past with him, to exorcise the demon and stop being haunted by the ghost. 


“T want to move on,” He said honestly. Being who he had been before Schlatt wasn’t 
possible, and it wasn’t what he wanted. That kid was too naive, too reckless, too 
overconfident. He knew a lot more now, and he’d paid a price in blood for each lesson. He 
didn’t want to lose all the good parts of himself he’d cultivated, simply leave behind the parts 
of him that Schlatt still had a chokehold of. 


Like he’d said, this was the best revenge he could have. Being whole and being happy was 
better than spitting on Schlatt’s grave because he was reclaiming all the things Schlatt had 
taken from him, stolen from him one by one. 


And then he’d finally be free. 
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The Shreds of My Dignity 


Chapter Summary 


A second finger joined the first and Quackity let out a low, involuntary moan, rocking 
his hips forward. Wilbur laughed softly, kissing his beanie as he slowly thrust the two 
fingers in with a bit more force. After a few adjustments, he found Quackity’s prostate 
and nudged against it. “ Fuck ,” Quackity hissed, his nails digging into Wilbur’s chest. “ 
Fuck, right there.” Wilbur let out a low chuckle, skimming it again. Quackity squirmed. 
“ Wil bur, stop teasing me.” 


He felt the breath of Wilbur’s laugh skim over his neck. “Sorry, but I don’t often get this 
chance,” He laughed, doing it again. “It’s so often the other way round- I figure I should 
take my revenge.” His voice turned musing. “Maybe I should you do what you did to me 
last time. Make you call yourself a whore and beg me to fuck you.” 
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The last few weeks had been interesting, to say the least. 


It had all started with the idea that he wanted to reclaim his body from Schlatt’s influence. 
Wilbur had been away visiting Tommy, and Quackity had been lonely and pent up. He’d 
spied a bottle of lube on his bedside table, and thought, well, why not? No one was here, and 
if he freaked out, no one would be there to witness his failure. But he hadn’t felt freaked out 
or nervous. He had felt ... excited. Anticipatory. 


It was different than he remembered. Strange, but good. It felt good. And so for the first time 
in a long time, Quackity came with a hand around his throat and three fingers up his ass. 
He’d remembered it as scary, as intrinsically intertwined with Schlatt and everything he’d 
done, but he wasn’t thinking about that (honestly, he was thinking more along the lines of 
Wilbur pounding him into the mattress, but who's to say). 


It happened twice more while Wilbur was on that trip, and then every so often after. 
Something had been awoken in Quackity that had been dormant for a long, long time, and he 
was hooked . He wanted to tell Wilbur, and he had full plans to- they had had several very 
transparent conversations about sex- but he was weirdly embarrassed. 


Before their relationship, they’d often fought each other for dominance. During, it happened 
pretty naturally, but more often than not Quackity topped. And he was happy with that. More 
than happy. Even when Wilbur was in charge, Quackity never took it up the ass, and they’d 
established that really early on. 


But now, he wanted it and was ashamed of telling Wilbur, and regularly getting off on his 
fingers. Quackity was pretty sure that Wilbur had noticed at least something when they were 
having sex, some shift in dynamics, but he didn’t voice it, clearly content to let Quackity tell 
him whenever he was ready. 


But it all came to a head one afternoon when Wilbur came to their room earlier than Quackity 
had anticipated and found him three fingers deep in himself, legs spread wide and moaning 
like a whore. Wilbur’s arrival on this scene was quite the shock for both of them, and much to 
Quackity’s utter horror, he’d come all over his stomach. And, well. This lead to a 
conversation , but Quackity could hardly be mad about it when he was finally getting what he 
hadn’t had the guts to ask for for weeks. 


After two days, Quackity thoroughly explaining multiple times what he wanted, reviewing 
their boundaries, and reiterating safewords, here they were. Quackity’s heart was pounding, 
but he didn’t find himself nervous. He couldn’t be nervous when it was Wilbur. He always 
felt so safe with him. He always had, even when his mind told him he shouldn’t. 


Wilbur’s hands were warm as they rubbed circles on his hips. One hand left and Quackity’s 
breath hitched. Fuck , he was already hard against Wilbur’s thigh. He couldn’t stand looking 
at him, and so buried his face into Wilbur’s unfairly soft sweater, breathing in his scent. 


Wilbur murmured an ‘ okay?’ , Quackity nodded, and then there was a slicked-up finger 
being pushed into him. He gasped and pushed his face further into Wilbur. His body lit up 
with sensation, everything tingling and sensitive in the best way possible. The breath in his 
chest, the fabric of Wilbur’s clothes against his face, the sheets of his bed against his side, 
and every point of contact between him and Wilbur lit up his nerves with a fiery intensity. 


He whimpered softly as the finger began to move, not unfamiliar but so unlike Quackity’s 
own fingers. These fingers were gentle and probing but steady and sure, and Quackity was 
trying his level best not to embarrass himself by giving up all dignity and just rutting down 
onto Wilbur’s finger. He had to keep it together, he had to- 


A second finger joined the first and Quackity let out a low, involuntary moan, rocking his 
hips forward. Wilbur laughed softly, kissing his beanie as he slowly thrust the two fingers in 
with a bit more force. After a few adjustments, he found Quackity’s prostate and nudged 
against it. “ Fuck ,” Quackity hissed, his nails digging into Wilbur’s chest. “ Fuck, right 
there.” Wilbur let out a low chuckle, skimming it again. Quackity squirmed. “ Wil bur, stop 
teasing me.” 


He felt the breath of Wilbur’s laugh skim over his neck. “Sorry, but I don’t often get this 
chance,” He laughed, doing it again. “It’s so often the other way round- I figure I should take 
my revenge.” His voice turned musing. “Maybe I should you do what you did to me last time. 
Make you call yourself a whore and beg me to fuck you.” 


Quackity’s face flushed where it was pressed into Wilbur’s chest. Partly the memory of 
Wilbur doing just that, spread out before him like a sacrilegious angel, glistening with sweat 
as his broken, raspy voice begging for Quackity inside him... and partly the half-threat of 
making Quackity do the same. Fuck . Revenge. Hot. 


Wilbur laughed again. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? The irony.” Quackity groaned. “Or, 
maybe you’d like being my whore? Hmm?” Wilbur punctuated his words with a particularly 
hard thrust of his fingers and Quackity melted. 


“Wilbur, please,” He whispered as a third finger stretched him open. He wanted to keep some 
scraps of his dignity, but he was losing his composure fast. He didn’t want to have to beg 


Wilbur for his cock, but even just imagining how that would feel made all thoughts of 
resistance flee immediately. 


“Aww,” Said Wilbur, “There you go.” 


Quackity summoned all vestiges of dignity and fisted his hands in Wilbur’s shirt. “Don’t go 
forgetting your place, Wilbur,” He whispered, finally peeling his face from where it was 
pressed into Wilbur’s shirt to look at his boyfriend. He wasn’t even sure if he wanted this to 
work, but...““You are my whore, not the other way round. I may get to tell you off, but you 
don’t get those privileges in the reverse. So when I tell you to do something, when I tell you 
to fuck me, you shut your mouth and do it .” 


Wilbur’s mouth was fallen open and his eyes were glazed and for a moment Quackity thought 
he’d won. And then the fingers inside him pressed straight against his prostate and Quackity 
let out an indecently loud moan and rutted down on Wilbur’s fingers. “ Fu- uck .” He 
stuttered. Wilbur’s mouth snapped shut and the glint reappeared in his eyes. 


“Nice try,” He whispered, running his fingers through Quackity’s hair and catching it, giving 
it a tug. “I'll admit, compelling. But not to be. Color?” 


Frustrated, Quackity rutted back on Wilbur’s fingers. “Green,” He muttered. “Prick.” Wilbur 
simply smiled, amused, and resumed his torturously slow pace. Grumbling to himself, 
Quackity tried to focus on not making a fool of himself by either 1) fucking himself on 
Wilbur’s thigh, for which he would be teased for at least a month, or 2) coming too early, 
which he would be teased for at least for a year. 


Within minutes, he was a whimpering, moaning mess who unfortunately between whimpers 
and moans was begging for Wilbur’s cock inside of him, much to Wilbur’s obvious delight 
and Quackity’s extreme chagrin. He was too hot and too stimulated, and he really , really 
wanted Wilbur inside of him. Had wanted it for weeks. He was just about to start a second, 
probably unsuccessful attempt to switch the roles so Wilbur would hurry the fuck up , when 
Wilbur extricated his fingers and Quackity heard the tell-tale sign of a zipper being undone. 


He shifted in anticipation as Wilbur moved around, going from beside him to settle in 
between his legs. And fuck , Wilbur looked so good. Strong and masculine in a way that 
wasn’t meant to hurt but to protect, muscled in a way that didn’t make him afraid but 


appreciative, his cocky, charming smile finding a place somewhere in the heart Quackity had 
thought was dead. 


But instead of burying himself into Quackity, right where he should, Wilbur spreads 
Quackity’s legs wide and nips at his thigh, marking it up. Quackity writhes on the sheets as 
Wilbur works his way up teasingly, but his mouth never quite goes where Quackity wants it. 
He tangles his fingers in Wilbur’s hair, trying to tug his lips currently sucking a purple bruise 
over top an old scar on his inner thigh towards somewhere else. 


Wilbur looks up, eyes dark and face flushed, a long string of spit hanging from his mouth in a 
way that is unfairly attractive. “Quackity,” He says firmly, his grip on Quackity’s thighs 
tightening, “If you cannot control yourself from moving, I’ll have to tie you up.” Quackity 
bites his lip to keep from screaming in frustration as Wilbur moves back to his work, biting a 
little harder, sucking with a little more vigor. 


And then. And then . He waits until Quackity isn’t looking, staring up at their ceiling with his 
lips parted and eyes glazed over, and takes Quackity’s cock into his mouth, swallowing him 
until he hits the back of Wilbur’s throat. Wilbur has had his head between Quackity’s thighs a 
million and one times, but it never gets old. Wilbur’s had practice , and it fucking shows. 


He bobs his head, swirling his tongue around Quackity’s slit and then taking him to the 
bottom again and moaning. It feels so good that Quackity nearly cums on the spot at the sight 
of such an unholy and beautiful thing. The look Wilbur gives him is feral and possessive and 
wanting , and Quackity thrusts his hips up into his mouth just to watch the expression on 
Wilbur’s face. Hungry . 


Well, if he keeps doing that he’s going to be fed soon enough. 


And Wilbur does keep going. He pulls off to lick at Quackity’s balls and Quackity’s totally 
unaware of the noises he’s making right now. He exists only in this moment, right here, all 
his being concentrated on Wilbur’s tongue. And then Wilbur switches back to his cock, 
sucking at the tip before ducking down again, and with barely a moaned-out warning 
Quackity is coming. 


Wilbur swallows and rises shakily to his feet. He wipes his lips, and Quackity’s hazy eyes 
focus in on the little white streak that’s left behind on the sleeve of his sweater and he groans 


again. “Color,” Wilbur rasps. Fuck , he sounds ruined. 


“Green,” Quackity whimpers. “Please just- just-” He gestures vaguely and Wilbur simply 
smiles, eyes dark and hungry. His hips are grabbed suddenly and he’s being flipped onto his 
stomach, ass up in the air. At this, his cock shows some renewed interest and he absently goes 
to rut his hips down onto the sheet but Wilbur stops him, holding him in place. Quackity 
groans, muffling the sound in the bedsheets. 


Thankfully, Wilbur acts almost immediately, and Quackity feels his cock pressing up against 
his prepped hole. He hasn’t had something this big in him in a Jong time, but Wilbur 
stretched him out very thoroughly. Still. 


He gasps, his back arching as the thick head of Wilbur’s cock pushes past the tight ring of 
muscle. Wilbur doesn’t stop, but Quackity likes it that way, likes the burn as Wilbur pushes in 
inch by inch until his balls are pressed right against Quackity’s ass. Quackity squirms at the 
sensation, trying to get used to the feeling of being so full . It’s so fucking good, he’s sweaty 
and trembling and hard, his whole body alight. 


Wilbur pauses, strong hand tight around his hip, giving Quackity a moment to adjust to the 
feeling. Then, he slowly pulls out and slams back in so hard Quackity sees fucking stars. He 
cries out, and even with his voice muffled by the sheets, he knows Wilbur can hear. Wilbur 
does it again, and Quackity feels his hips being adjusted and he widens his legs, giving 
Wilbur better access. He feels so fucking full, so tight and so good. When Wilbur thrusts in 
the third time, he hits the spot and Quackity screams his name. 


That’s the only encouragement Wilbur needs. He starts pounding in ruthlessly, again, again, 
again, and Quackity loses himself to the sensations. He knows he’s begging or whimpering or 
moaning or some combination of the three but he can’t bring himself to care as each thrust 
brings him closer to the best fucking orgasm of his whole goddamn life. 


And then Wilbur grabs his cock and it’s all over, he’s over the edge with Wilbur’s name on 
his lips and Wilbur’s cum in his ass, and fuck he’s never felt like this before. Destroyed. 
Utterly picked apart. But somehow still safe. (Loved, even.) 


He collapses, exhausted, sweaty limbs tangled up in the sheets. Wilbur’s murmuring little 
praises to him as he grabs a wet towel and water. He’s so incredibly gentle, wiping softly so 


as not to upset Quackity’s oversensitive skin. Then he’s gulping down cool water, and before 
long they’re slipping under the sheets, bodies pressed together for warmth and comfort. 


“Are you okay?” Wilbur asks seriously, brown eyes full of care and gentle concern. He 
strokes Quackity’s back with sweeps of his thumbs. 


“Never better,” Quackity replies with a sleepy smile, and means it. 
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Chapter Summary 


Quackity’s loss had driven them apart, each handling their grief in their own ways. For 
the longest time, life had felt only like existence, and that had been utterly painful. 


Slowly, recently, they’d begun to heal. Sapnap hunted and rested, leaving the building 
site for a few hours a day, and Karl emerged from his library to bask in the sunshine, 
color slowly returning to his pallid skin. They began eating together, and Karl started 
telling him stories again. They went on dates, and Sapnap laughed again for the first 
time in months, his voice hoarse and raspy but there all the same. 
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There was a letter in the mailbox, and usually this would not be of much concern to Sapnap. 
Except, except this letter had their address written out in a familiar, messy scrawl, and just the 
sight of it made Sapnap’s breath catch in his throat. 


Quackity . 


The same grief that had been hanging over him like a shroud for months now, the grief he’d 
stuffed away so deep he felt it echoing in his chest each time air filled his lungs came rushing 
back, a physical ache in his chest. 


These last months had been hard. Sapnap had thrown himself into rebuilding Kinoko with 
vigor, often spending all of his daylight hours toiling under the sun, reconstructing the 
buildings Quackity had torn down with force and fire. Karl, on the other hand, had 
disappeared into the remains of his library and slipped away further and further each day. 
Some days, his blank eyes didn’t recognize Sapnap at all, and he’d lost the energy to try and 
fix that. 


Quackity’s loss had driven them apart, each handling their grief in their own ways. For the 
longest time, life had felt only like existence , and that had been utterly painful. 


Slowly, recently, they’d begun to heal. Sapnap hunted and rested, leaving the building site for 
a few hours a day, and Karl emerged from his library to bask in the sunshine, color slowly 
returning to his pallid skin. They began eating together, and Karl started telling him stories 
again. They went on dates, and Sapnap laughed again for the first time in months, his voice 
hoarse and raspy but there all the same. 


They talked, too. Sapnap still wore his rings from the two of them, admitted he missed 
Quackity. Three simple words, obvious but ones that had been lodged in his throat for months 
now. In a soft voice, Karl told him he couldn’t remember Quackity’s face, just vague 
descriptions of what he looked like. Brown hair, mismatched eyes, a scar . So impersonal. 
(Sapnap wished he could forget what Quackity looked like too, but he saw his ex-fiance’s 
face every night in his dreams.) 


I miss you too . Sapnap had told Karl. Sometimes I feel like I lost both of you, not just him . 
Karl had pressed kisses into Sapnap’s heated skin for hours, reminding him he was there. 


Sapnap had held Karl as he’d awoken from a nightmare, crying into Sapnap’s chest. He was 
so afraid, Sap! He didn t want to hurt me. He was so scared and it all went so wrong and I 
want to hate him for what he did, but I cant. 


Sapnap could. He did. Unlike Karl, he had no trouble hating Quackity. The only problem was 
that he loved him, too. He’d had this issue before, with Dream. Even after everything Dream 
had done, no matter how much Sapnap despised him, he loved him too. Dream had been his 
brother, and his heart refused to forget that. 


And so when the letter arrived, Sapnap almost threw it away. He almost burnt it, let the ashes 
fall to the ground so he could bury them. He couldn’t let Quackity destroy the fragile trust 
that he only just began to grow back between him and Karl, he couldn’t lose the tentative 
happiness they were painstakingly building. 


But it was Quackity , so he didn’t really have a choice but to open up the letter. It was selfish, 
to not wait for Karl. But Sapnap thought he just might explode if he didn’t read it here and 
now. Besides, they couldn’t both read it at once. He’d give it to Karl after. 


He tore it open, and the letter fell out. For a moment, Sapnap couldn’t read it. At first it was 
because his hands were trembling too hard. Then, it was because his brain had lost the ability 
to function; he could recognize there were words but not what had been written. 


He latched onto the words dear Sapnap and Karl, and began to read. 


Dear Sapnap and Karl, 


I know you probably dont want to hear from me right now, so I wouldnt blame you if you 
just threw this letter away without reading it first. I certainly don t expect you to write me 
back. I’m not trying to give excuses for what I did; I just thought you deserved an 
explanation. So much went wrong, and you both meant so much to me that I feel it would be 
cruel to both you and myself to just leave it when I could try to fix something, at least. 


So, here you go: 


I think it would be unfair to tell the story without starting a long time ago. Back in 
L’Manburg, to be specific. Karl knew some of it, but it would be remiss not to consider that 
he forgot because of his condition. Schlatt was- in the most simple of terms- an abusive 
asshole. He hurt me in a lot of ways, and that’s made it really hard for me to trust anyone. I 
know that doesn t justify what I’ve done, but I think it may explain to you why. 


He hurt me, and so I didnt really know how to act in a relationship where that wasn t the 
case. With you guys, I kind of always was just... waiting for it, I guess. I wasnt in the right 
place for a relationship, I didn t know what I wanted and I hadnt processed any of the stuff 


with Schlatt. I didn t know how to say no, or that I was even allowed to do so, and so that 
ended up meaning I did a lot of stuff with you guys that I wasn t comfortable with. That 
wasn t your fault because I never wanted to tell you, and I in fact went to great lengths to 
hide it from you. 


Tronically, it wasn t until I thought you both had left me that I started to realize my own self- 
worth. Having some time to myself, to reflect and consider, even in bad-ish circumstances 
allowed me to realize that I had jeopardized my own well-being. But I was bitter and lonely, 
and I festered. I made decisions I’m not proud of for the sake of power. 


I'd been alone for a few months when Wilbur started showing up. At first, he was just a 
distraction. Then, he grew to be something more. He cared about me, and despite how I told 
myself I didn t need anyone, having someone who gave a shit when I had a panic attack or 
when I cried- it was nice. I felt like I could let down my guard. But he hurt me too, and then 
he told me that he’d planted rigged explosives under Kinoko Kingdom, the place I thought 
you two had left me for. 


I was so unbelievably angry, and so I did what every voice in my head was screaming at me 
to do. 


I would say the rest is history, but thats not really true. The cottage escape was nice. I was 
feeling really lost, and you two helped pull me back. I was aware I was lying, and that only 
confused me more. I liked you, I hated you, I loved you, I lied to you. 


And then, one of the first nights we came back, you both started something. And I’d changed 
too much for me to just roll over and go along with it, but I still wasn t confident enough to 
say no. You both realized, stopped it, but I felt so fucking awful, and I went to Wilbur for 
comfort. I felt horrible about it, and to be honest, just more and more confused. I wanted you 
both, but there was too much you didnt know and I felt like I couldn t tell you. 


Then, you both proposed to me, and the rest really is history. Well, I guess except for the 
wedding. The last time I had been married was to Schlatt, and he did some fucked-up stuff to 
me on our wedding day. I wasn t even thinking about that, really, just that I wanted to be safe. 
Or in control, I guess. Anyway, I never had plans to use the knife, it was more of a 
precautionary measure. 


But then you found out what I had done, and I just acted on instinct, I guess. It doesn t make 
it right; of that Iam very much aware. Sapnap was angry and it just reminded me so much of 
Schlatt that I felt like I had to protect myself, even if I know rationally that Sapnap would 
never hurt me like Schlatt did, no matter how angry he was. But I can t change the past, only 
explain to you why I did what I did. 


Just know that I’m sorry. I dont expect forgiveness, but I hope my explanation can at least 
provide you some comfort. I know I’m not the person you thought I was, but I hope you know 
I’m not a complete monster either. 


I’m in some long-overdue therapy, and in the spirit of trying to be honest and shit, I'll let you 
know that I’m with Wilbur again. I’m not about to justify that choice to you, especially when 
no matter what I tell you you'll not be happy about it, but know that hes good for me. We ’re 
both trying to heal and move forward, and I hope you two are as well. 


Sincerely, 


Quackity from Las Nevadas 


Sapnap’s hands were shaking, and tears started dotting the page where Quackity’s writing 
was. Fuck. Fuck . This- this was so fucking much. Because it made sense, didn’t it? From 
Quackity’s point of view. He’d made some bad choices, sure, but they made sense . He’d 
been afraid and hurting and Sapnap hadn’t seen it, not really. He’d known something was 
wrong, but not this bone-deep and visceral. 


All this time, all he’d thought about was how Quackity had hurt him , how he’d left him and 
Karl fumbling and tired and broken. He hadn’t known that they’d done the same to Q, that 
he’d been struggling in their relationship from the start when Sapnap had viewed that part as 
practically perfect. 


He felt like such an asshole . Of course people who don’t have an insane amount of trauma 
don’t bring a knife to a wedding. There was a fucking reason someone did that, and 
Quackity’s reason was frankly the only justified one. Sapnap couldn’t forgive him, not even 
close, but it explained so damn much. 


There was so much to pick apart, but he would have months to over-analyze the contents of 
this letter. “Karl!” He shouted, and then with much more force, like someone was ripping out 
his heart: “ Karl!” His fiance, eyes wide and purple sweatshirt half-off came running. 


“What?” Karl said, panic lacing his voice. Sapnap shoved the letter into his hands without a 
word. Karl scanned it, his eyes widening. A tense minute passed. “Holy shit,” Karl 
whispered. “ Holy shit . We need to go. We need to go right fucking now.” 


“Go where?” Sapnap asked, even as Karl started running towards the stables. 


“To talk to him, you moron!” Karl shouted back, but his voice was anything but mean. In 
fact, it was the most joyful Sapnap had heard him sound in weeks. Not that Sapnap could 
blame him, when a wide grin split across his face at the thought. 


They arrived at Las Nevadas by sunset. Karl gave their names to the guards at the front gate, 
hopping from foot to foot in his excitement and anxiety. He was gripping Sapnap’s hand so 
tightly his finger-bones kept getting moved out of place, but he couldn’t complain when his 
grip on Karl was just as strong. 


After several long minutes, a figure came to greet them, but it wasn’t Quackity. Sapnap 
frowned in immense displeasure. Wilbur was going to get his shit rocked if Sapnap had 
anything to say about it. “Ah, you two,” Wilbur frowned, seeming equally displeased. 


“We’re here to talk to Quackity, we got his letter,” Karl explained, also throwing Wilbur a 
dirty look. 


“Ah, the letter,” Wilbur said, his face smoothing out. “You’re not going to believe me, but 
Quackity’s actually not here right now. He’s out on a business trip all week. You can come 
back in a bit, or leave a message if you’d prefer?” 


“You're right, I don’t fucking believe you,” Sapnap growled. “Just let us in.” 


“By all means,” Wilbur said, gesturing at the guards to let them through. “You can come in 
and look around yourself. I promise you he’s not here.” 


Sapnap deflated. Fuck. Wilbur wasn’t lying, then. He’d been pumped full of adrenaline for 
hours, and now he felt emptied out, like a puppet with it’s strings cut. He’d been so focused 
on his goal of getting here he’d barely even considered if he actually wanted to talk to 
Quackity. 


He wasn’t sure. He knew they needed to talk at some point, be he felt so raw . He needed to 
process the new information. Maybe this had been for the best. “Karl,” He said softly, “Let’s 
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go. 


Karl turned to face him, affronted. “What? Are you kidding me? We’re not giving up that 
easily!” 


“Of course not. But us arguing won’t make Quackity just appear in a place he’s not. We can 
come back later. It’ll give us time to talk first.” For a long moment, Karl looked like he was 
going to argue. Then he sighed, all the fight getting punched out of him. 


“Fine,” He sighed. “Whatever.” 


“T’ll let Q know you were here,” Wilbur said, in the most weirdly gentle voice Sapnap had 
ever heard from the revolutionary. 


“Thanks,” He said neutrally. He turned to go and then paused. “Wilbur?” 


“Yeah?” 


“Take care of him for us,” Sapnap said. They locked eyes, and an understanding passed 
between them. That Quackity was the one important overlap in both of their lives. And that 
no matter what happened, none of them wanted him to be hurt or unloved. And that meant if 
Sapnap or Karl couldn’t do it, they’d have to let someone else who loved him take up the 
mantle. Quackity’s wellbeing was more important than Sapnap’s personal dislike of the man. 
Wilbur nodded slowly. 


“T will,” He said seriously. “Take care, you two.” 
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Chapter Summary 


The truth was, the whole situation was far more complicated than it seemed on the 
surface or even in what he had addressed in his letter. He’d skimmed over the heart of 
the matter in just a few sentences, but it couldn’t adequately explain the extent of the 
issue. 


He just- he hadn’t understood it, then. How to say yes and mean it. He’d agreed to 
everything, easily, without a second thought because when they asked, 'Is this okay? Can 
I keep going? Are you sure you want to?' The answer tumbling out of his mouth was 
always yes, yes, yes. He didn’t think about it too hard, and that was by design. Because 
if he had, he knew his answer would be different. If he didn’t think about it, it didn’t 
have to feel like a lie. 
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Quackity chooses a restaurant to meet Karl and Sapnap at. He’s not sure why; maybe it's 
because it feels like neutral ground. His office is a workspace that he doesn’t want to use for 
an emotional conversation, his bedroom far too personal. And he had a sneaking suspicion 
neither Karl nor Sapnap wanted him anywhere near Kinoko Kingdom. So: a Las Nevadas 
restaurant. 


Wilbur had grudgingly agreed not to come— not because he didn’t trust Quackity, but because 
he didn’t trust Karl or Sapnap. It was vaguely amusing but also sweet to see Wilbur so 
animated in his defence, gesticulating wildly as he’d recounted all the ways in which Karl 
and Sapnap had hurt Quackity. “ Not even on purpose, QO! They could try to help and fuck 
something up! If I’m there, I can help you, tell them to back off if they need to stop.” 


But at Quackity’s insistence that he could handle it (and after some other methods of... 
convincing that had Wilbur fervently agreeing to anything that came out of Quackity’s 
mouth), Wilbur had backed off, leaving Quackity to his awkward dinner with his exes. 


Quackity couldn’t pretend he wasn’t nervous. He’d debated weeks over even sending the 
damn letter (which was like, the seventh draft anyway). It had taken many long hours with 
his therapist about the pros and cons of mailing it and her gentle coaxing that he needed to 
make peace with his past to slap some stamps on the damn thing and post it. 


He had not expected to return from his business trip to Wilbur telling him that Karl and 
Sapnap wanted to see him. He’d expected silence, hoped for a letter back, preferably telling 
him to go fuck himself so he could admit it was a dead end and move on, or perhaps that he 
was forgiven so he could move on. 


But here he was, awkwardly seated across the table from his ex-fiances. It was at least a small 
comfort that they were clearly feeling as uncomfortable as he was. Apart from a “hey, how 
you been?” and some other ridiculously polite pleasantries, they’d sat in thick silence, 
occasionally broken as one of them thought of a new impersonal question to ask. 


It was more to break the extreme tension than anything else when Quackity finally addressed 
the elephant in the room. “So... you got my letter then, huh?” He said, fiddling with the straw 
in his drink. It was alcoholic— another testament to how far he’d come that he could finally 
stomach a bit of booze without losing his shit. 


Karl’s eyes snapped up to meet his. Quackity shifted in his seat. “That’s what we wanted to 
discuss, actually.” No shit . 


“Yeah, okay.” Quackity fiddled with his fork, took a sip of his wine. Maybe he should have 
brought Wilbur along. He felt rather ganged up on, as it was. The two of them sat across from 
him, making it really hard to avoid their gazes. Plus, then Wilbur and Sapnap would have 
been fiercely glaring at each other the whole time, and he would only have had to contend 
with Karl. 


Sapnap huffed. “Quackity, we’re sorry.” 


What? This time, it was his turn for his gaze to snap up, looking at them both incredulously. 
“What? Man, I’m pretty sure I made clear that entire fiasco was my fault. I should have- 
whatever. Communicated or some shit. Maybe dealt with my issues in a healthy way or just 
any other way, frankly.” 


“We said we loved you and simultaneously ignored what was wrong,” Karl said earnestly. 
“You were clearly hurting, and neither of us really knew. We should have noticed .” His voice 
breaks on the last word. Quackity knows Karl is blaming himself— for not noticing, for 
forgetting the secrets Quackity had split to him as a result of his mysterious memory 
condition. 


Its all Quackity can do to not fold in on himself. He’s never liked pitying attention, certainly 
not from people who he doesn’t deserve it from. “It’s fine-” 


“Let us apologize, Quackity,” Sapnap said, half-annoyed and half-amused. “Communication 
is a two-way- I guess in this case, three-way- street. No one here is blameless. Some 
things...” He sighed deeply. “Some things just don’t work out.” 


Quackity’s gaze dropped down to the table again. “I guess.” 


The truth was, the whole situation was far more complicated than it seemed on the surface, or 
even in what he had addressed in his letter. He’d skimmed over the heart of the matter in just 
a few sentences, but it couldn’t adequately explain the extent of the issue. 


He just- he hadn’t understood it, then. How to say yes and mean it. He’d agreed to 
everything, easily, without a second thought because when they asked Js this okay? Can I 
keep going? Are you sure you want to? The answer tumbling out of his mouth was always 
yes, yes, yes. He didn’t think about it too hard, and that was by design. Because if he had, he 
knew his answer would be different. If he didn’t think about it, it didn’t have to feel like a 
lie. 


Schlatt had never given him a choice. It had been Schlatt’s election, Schlatt’s ring, Schlatt’s 
house, Schlatt’s rules. If Quackity disagreed... well, he soon learned it was better not to. (He 
had had the bruises to prove it.) And so not only did Quackity stop resisting, he stopped 
thinking about it in terms of yes and no. If he thought J want this than it was true and he 
wasn’t really getting hurt. He wasn’t being— 


Whatever. 


Things happened so fast with Karl and Sapnap there was hardly time to think. When one of 
them asked a question, it was instinct and not agreement that guided his words. He was more 
concerned with hiding the fact that he didn’t want something than with the fact he didn t want 
something . 


It wasn’t until they left did he have time to process. He had time to look at himself in the 
mirror and think, J wish I’d said no . That he’d remember the times their hands had been on 
him and instead of repressing the disgust, he’d think angrily why didn t I say something . And 
it seemed ridiculously easy now to peel back the denial and see the hurt and fear and 
reluctance under each yes , but that was simply a testament to how far he’d come. 


It wasn’t Sapnap or Karl’s fault for not seeing, not when he was so desperate to believe his 
own words. It wasn’t his fault either, but that was a pill much tougher to swallow. (He’d 
always been damn good at blaming himself.) Instead, the difficult situation had been a 
product of past difficult situations that he hadn’t allowed himself the time or energy to heal 
from. 


“T can see you thinking,” Sapnap said with a half smile. “Wanna tell us what’s on your 
mind?” 


“T guess I’m just thinking that I agree. We could never have worked back then. I was hiding 
too much and I was too... raw to talk about it. I liked you both, but I wasn’t in the right place 
for a relationship. I was hurting too badly from my last one. I needed a chance to process and 
to heal, and what happened was a result of me not having that chance. It wasn’t anyone’s 
fault. But we- we all paid the price.” 


An honest admission, a vulnerable one like that would have been impossible months ago. It 
still warred against his instincts, but he said it. He thinks Wilbur would have been proud if he 
heard it. 


There was a long silence as everyone digested the information. But it wasn’t uncomfortable. 
In fact, the tension had eased at Quackity’s words, like something sharp and painful had just 


been removed. Instead, the pause was simply thoughtful. 


“Q,” Karl said, breaking the quiet. “I’m not gonna pretend this worked out like I’d hoped. 
But I do want you to know that I’m really glad you’re happy. Even if that’s without us.” 


Quackity’s head snapped up at his words. Something in him was cracking. They’d both 
meant so much to him. So damn much. He was so comfortable, so happy with Wilbur. But 
right about now, the pain of what could have been filled him. If somehow he’d worked 
through everything faster, if he’d been honest, if he’d reacted differently. This story, his story 
could have been so different. There was a universe where he could have reconciled with Karl 
and Sapnap and they could have been happy. 


There was a universe where they were married. Where he woke up every day beside Karl and 
Sapnap, where Quackity gave up Las Nevadas for that little cottage in the woods, where he 
fell more in love with them every day. That could have happened . 


But it didn’t. And it was bittersweet to think about. He thought about what could have been 
and it hurt. 


And at the same time, he was happy here and now. In this universe. The universe where he 
had made the choices he did and he’d fucked up in the way he did and he’d made the hard 
desicions that led him to where he was now. He’d healed. He’d grown. And... he’d fallen for 
Wilbur in a way that he’d never done with anyone else. 


He missed what could have been, but he didn’t regret his current life. Given the choice, he 
wouldn’t change what he had, not for anything. Not even for them. 


“T hope you’re happy too,” Quackity says, and he means it. 


Sapnap looks at Karl knowingly. “We’re trying. We’re building that happiness. Brick by 
brick.” 


“Brick by brick,” Karl echoes, and their hands slip into one anothers. Quackity doesn’t even 
feel jealous, which surprises him slightly. He just feels... content. Happy knowing that 
they’re happy. He’s glad the damage he did wasn’t irreversible, and that they’ve been able to 
rebuild what they had. 


“And Quackity?” Sapnap adds. 


“Yeah?” 


“You'll always have a place with us.” Sapnap chuckles at Quackity’s askance expression. 
“Not like, romantically. I mean as friends. You’re important to us, and not just as our fiance. 
You mattered to us before, and you matter to us now.” 


“T thought you didn’t trust me.” 


“We don’t,” Sapnap says honestly. “Trust is built, and we’re a long, long way from that. But 
we do care, and that’s enough.” 


And it was. 
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All Quackity knows is that suddenly everything is fuzzy, like he’s looking through a 
pane of distorted glass. All he knows is Wilbur’s sluggish heartbeat, so weak under his 
bloody fingertips. All he knows is that he might lose Wilbur, and that thought is too 
much to bear. 


As he fades from consciousness, he hopes that if Wilbur dies, someone has the decency 
to kill him too before he has to wake up in a world without Wilbur in it. 
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Quackity thought he was never as at ease as when he was torturing someone. There was 
something about acting confident and cocky that made him feel it, too. He liked having a 
reputation that preceded him, that he simply needed to show his face for the victim to begin 
begging for his mercy. (It was easy to get addicted to the adrenaline rush that came with 
seeing their shock turn to terror.) 


It had come to his attention that someone had been cheating his casino of some significant 
sums of money, and so Quackity had decided to pay the man a visit and reclaim what had 
been stolen. He could pretend it was a rational decision, but really he knew it was the result 
of the fact he hated being taken advantage of, especially since this particular person was a 
member of his board. 


He really thought he could just trick and cheat Quackity and get away with it? Not fucking 
likely. 


And Wilbur had insisted on coming along, so it had turned into a fun couples night. 
(Quackity had to admit, seeing Wilbur angry and covered in blood was definitely his idea of a 
good time, god .) 


Quackity had both lots of practice (cheers, Dream) and a strong, strong stomach, so some 
casual torture wasn’t a big deal to him. Of course, it would probably be a big deal to any 
other potential partner, but he had a feeling that Wilbur was getting a kick out of it. Quackity 
wasn’t gonna kill the guy, and had no plans to maim him permanently- honestly, it was 
mostly psychological with some light fun involving the wickedly sharp knife he’d brought 
along. 


Things have a way of changing, though. One moment everything is fine, his victim is tied to 
a chair begging for mercy, Quackity’s knife dragging thin, bloody lines along his chest, 
Wilbur watching closely from the doorway, his eyes heated— then there’s a man with a knife, 
barreling through the window towards Quackity with deadly intent. Before he even gets a 
chance to blink, Wilbur lunges to intercept the attacker without a second thought, and then 
there’s a knife embedded deep into Wilbur’s gut. 


Quackity doesn’t think. He reacts on instinct. Anyone else in the world he thinks he could 
live through losing, but— but not Wilbur. He can’t lose Wilbur, he just can 7. 


Within an instant, he’s slit the throat of the man he was torturing. He preferred his target 
alive, but there were bigger fucking fish to fry right now. He doesn’t have time to deal with 
both of them, and he can’t afford to let this one get away. Corpses are easier to deal with, 
after all. 


The other man pulls his knife from Wilbur’s gut with a scream of rage at what Quackity’s 
done to the man he was torturing. Quackity watches in horror at the shock on Wilbur’s face, 
quickly followed by pain and then blood . So much blood- 


Quackity takes advantage of the attacker’s distraction, moving faster than the attacker 
expected him to. In a moment, Quackity’s thrown himself on the threat and gotten in a slice 
across his arm. The attacker manages to get a cut into his thigh- deep but ultimately 
inconsequential. The pain is somehow both blinding and not— agony but barely registered. 


All Quackity can think about is Wilbur , how that knife was straight into his stomach and now 
back out again, and the adrenaline carries him through it. 


There’s blood on his hands and nothing in his movements except deadly intent. It’s this man’s 
life or Wilbur’s, and he’s going to make damn sure it’s not Wilbur who dies. They trade 
blows, fast and painful. He manages to pin down the attacker’s knife arm, and he struggles. 
Quackity punches him in the face, red blood squirting from his nose. As the attacker’s arms 
raise instinctively to cover the injury, Quackity takes the knife and delivers three stabs to the 
neck- and he’s dead. 


Simple as that. 


Quackity struggles to his feet, instantly spotting Wilbur. He’s slumped against the wall, a 
hand fisted in his shirt. Red blood drips around it, trickling down to the floor at an alarming 
volume. “Hey, Quackity,” Wilbur manages with an odd little smile and then pitches forward. 
Quackity only barely manages to catch him, stumbling under Wilbur’s weight. Even with the 
panic in his veins making him stronger than normal, he can’t fully support Wilbur. 


“Help!” He cries out, stumbling towards the door over the shattered glass, and then louder: 
“HELP US!” He fumbles for his communicator and clicks on the first name that pops up. 


* Help.’ 


‘please’ 


Maybe someone heard them or maybe they didn’t, all Quackity knows is that Wilbur goes 
completely limp and Quackity can’t support him anymore and they both go tumbling to the 
floor. There’s a blinding pain in multiple places in his back, and the cry he lets out is foreign 
to his own ears. 


All Quackity knows is that suddenly everything is fuzzy, like he’s looking through a pane of 
distorted glass. All he knows is Wilbur’s sluggish heartbeat, so weak under his bloody 
fingertips. All he knows is that he might lose Wilbur, and that thought is too much to bear. 


As he fades from consciousness, he hopes that if Wilbur dies, someone has the decency to kill 
him too before he has to wake up in a world without Wilbur in it. 


He awakes to the steady beep of a heart monitor. Groggily, he wipes the sleep from his eyes. 
Everything is fuzzy, and his mind is thick and slow. The room he’s in is dark and he can’t 
quite make anything from the dim shapes. He tries to push himself into a sitting position, but 
his limbs are heavier than they should be. He tries to call out, but his throat is dry, and all he 
manages is a croak. 


“Hey, hey,” A voice soothes. A hand runs through his hair, and he doesn’t have the strength 
to bat it away. There’s pain wracking through his body, but muted. He knows he should be 
feeling worse, but everything is dull and far away. “You’ve been through quite the ordeal. 
Just sleep, okay?” 


He doesn’t manage a response, just lets himself fade off into the aether like the voice 
suggests. 


The second time he wakes up, everything floods back with crystal clarity. He sits bolt upright 
in bed. Wilbur . They were in his fiscal manager’s house, torturing him for information of 
where the missing money had ended up and suddenly there was a man and knife and Wilbur— 


That man was coming to kill Quackity, and Wilbur took the knife that was meant for him. 

Quackity stifles the panic that’s racing through him. Instead, he throws off the covers. His 
feet land on the cold floor and he’s up and running without a thought. He’s in some sort of 
hospital ward, alone. He yanks open the door and collides fully into a warm, solid body. 


“Quackity, you’re up!” 


“ Sapnap ?” He asks, incredulously, shocked out of his terror for a moment. “What are you 
doing here?” 


“Slimcicle called us. He told us you were hurt,” Sapnap says, like that explains anything . He 
reaches for Quackity’s shoulder and Quackity doesn’t have the heart to brush his hand off. 


“But why did you come?” He asks impatiently. 


Sapnap scoffs like it should be obvious. “Because you called.” He fixes Quackity with a gaze 
that’s half assertive and half soft. “We weren’t going to leave you again, not when you really 
needed us.” 


“Where’s Wilbur?” Quackity asks, shifting back to the conversation that really counts. “How 
is he?” For a moment, Sapnap doesn’t respond and Quackity’s heart plummets. “Is he—” 


“He hasn’t woken up yet,” Sapnap finally settles on. “He’s still alive, but its, um, not looking 
too good.” 


“Where is he?” Quackity asks. Sapnap hesitates again, and Quackity doesn’t have fucking 
time for this. “Where the fuck is he, Sap?” 


“Room 314.” 


Quackity takes off running before Sapnap can fill his brain with bullshit about why he 
shouldn’t go running through the hospital as he’s still recovering or that maybe it isn’t a good 
idea to see Wilbur’s still body when he’s so clearly still traumatized. What Sapnap doesn’t 
understand is that Quackity doesn’t give a flying fuck about himself right now, let alone 
Sapnap or Karl or whoever else fucking showed up. 


Wilbur took a knife that was meant for Quackity, and maybe that seems like altruism, but 
Quackity knows it was selfish. Because Wilbur couldn’t live without him, and so he’s making 
Quackity do it instead. But Quackity can t , he can’t live alone again after he just became 
happy; he just got Wilbur . 


He bursts into the room Sapnap told him, and he immediately spots Wilbur. The first thing 
that strikes him is how sti// Wilbur looks. His boyfriend is always moving— tapping a finger, 
bouncing a knee, fiddling with trinket, or picking at his own skin. Szi// isn’t a thing Wilbur 
does very often. Quackity’s eyes fill with tears before he can stop them. 


“ Fuck ,” He mutters, because he’s nothing if not eloquent. “ Fuck, Wil .” His knees give way 
under him and he falls, right at Wilbur’s bedside. We make quite the pair of invalids , his 
mind supplies, helpful as ever. He reaches his hand out to touch Wilbur’s face, and it doesn’t 
slip his notice that there’s still some dried blood there that no one wiped off. If that’s what his 
hands look like, than the rest of him probably doesn’t look too hot. 


But he’s more concerned with thoughts of Wilbur than himself. Sapnap and Karl enter the 
room just in time to see him burst into tears, weepy and emotional and useless when Wilbur 
needs him most. “ Wilbur ,” He says again, sick from the thought of Wilbur not hearing him. 
Sap and Karl bear silent vigil to his grief, and his shoulders shake with emotion, his face 
buried in Wilbur’s chest. 


“How could you do this to me?” Quackity hisses, anger overwhelming his anguish. “How 
could you leave me like this— you, you promised me Wilbur, that you would be here and care 
for me, you can’t fucking do this, not when I finally trust someone enough to show them my 
scars, you can’t do this when you were only just starting to get better— you can’t leave me 
Wilbur, it’s selfish, it’s selfish because I love you—”’ 


“Hey,” Says a raspy but fucking annoying and unmistakable voice. “What’s not fair is you 
getting to say ‘I love you’ first when I’ve been trying to for months .” 


“Tt’s not my fault you’re a pussy,” Quackity manages through the frankly indecent amount of 
tears pouring down his face. He hears his ex-fiances making a not-so-subtle exit, but all his 
attention is on Wilbur. 


Long fingers curled around his chin, tilting his face up to meet those warm brown eyes. 


“Hey, Quackity,” Wilbur says, his voice an echo to what might have been his last words as he 
collasped in Quackity’s arms that night. 


“Wil,” He replies, his voice choked. 


“Sorry, I shouldn’t have interrupted. You were right in the middle of telling me how much 
you loved me?” There’s an insufferably smug grin on Wilbur’s face that Quackity pretends to 
scowl at. 


“Oh fuck off, you stupid, selfish—” 


Wilbur kisses him. He would say it felt like the first time, but it didnt , it felt better than the 
first or the hundredth time because it was Wilbur , here and alive and familiar, his heartbeat 
strong and steady under Quackity’s hands. Wilbur kissed Quackity like he was a dying man, 
like it was the last or maybe the first thing he would ever do, he kissed Quackity like the 
world was on fire and the earth was collapsing and the stars were imploding but all that 
mattered was them , there in that moment, covered in blood and dust. 


Quackity may have been crying or he may have been laughing, but some emotion bubbled 
through his gut, too strong to ignore. Something deeper than the hysteria and the fear that he 
had staved off. That Jove , the one he had tried to deny, that he felt so afraid of. So terrified to 
be vulnerable , to tell Wilbur that he was the blood in Quackity’s veins and the breath in his 
lungs. 


“T love you, Wilbur,” He whispers into the heated space between there mouths. “Make fun of 
me all you want, you whore, I know you love me too.” 


Wilbur draws back, his brown eyes soft in a way Quackity never could have imagined in 
L’Manburg. “Quackity, I do love you, I’ve loved you for months, I loved you in a way that I 
never imagined was possible to feel.” 


“Are you about to give a whole speech?” Quackity interrupts, cheeks flaming. 


“Hey, you got your chance! In front of your exes, too.” Quackity snorts and lets Wilbur 
proceed. Wilbur puts a hand on Quackity’s chest, right over his heart. They both feel it flutter. 
“T love you in a way that makes me feel giddy, that makes my heart race and my blood pump. 
I see you all day, Quackity, but when I sleep I dream about you, because my thoughts miss 
you too much to leave you for long.” 


Quackity was crying again , which was just plain embarrassing. What was furtherly 
embarrassing was the fact he looked dreadful, but this didn’t seem to deter Wilbur in any 
way. 


Wilbur tucks an errant piece of hair behind Quackity’s ear fondly as he continues. “I spent 
years drowing in self-hatred and abhorrance of everyone I’d ever met. It was like a poison 
inside of me, making me think terrible things, and making me do them. And loving you 
wasn’t a magic cure to that. But I care about you more than I could possibly care about 
anyone, in a way I can’t ever imagine loving someone else. I have more than I ever could 
have imagined having. I have you, my family, and I’ve begun making amends with friends. 
We’re building a beautiful life here. Together.” 


Quackity tips his head forward until their foreheads touch. “Promise me you’ll never do that 
again.” 


“Save you?” 


“Leave me behind.” Quackity whispers. The thought of Wilbur dying, leaving him here, 
alone — 


A hand clasps his before his thoughts can spiral. “Never.” 


“’d bring you back. I’d find a way. Dream and I have a history, you know.” 


Wilbur laughs. “I won’t, Quackity. It’s you and me, ‘till our very last breath.” 


And the only thing in Wilbur’s smile was honesty. 


Chapter End Notes 


That clique ending, huh? 


Anyway, it's been a pleasure, you guys. Really. This piece is by far the longest fucking 
thing I've written, and I'm very emotionally attached to it. I've changed a lot as a writer, 
and even though this piece took way longer than I wanted, it really helped me grow (...I 
hope). I don't know what I plan to do next (but let me tell you that the notes app is 
BRIMMING) but rest assured my days as a fanfic writer aren't quite over yet. I told 
myself I wouldn't post anything until I finished this damn thing so I do plan to be a tad 
more active in the coming months. 


I hope you enjoyed :) leave me your sappy comments, and I'll see you next time 


End Notes 


I really hoped you enjoyed it, and I love to see your comments and kudos if you feel like 
leaving them! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


